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Nick Carter Jumps a Train 


Pe AND 


TAKES BIG CHANCES 


CHAPTER I. 
A MESSAGE OF MYSTERY. 


A queer telegram lay upon the desk of 
Nick Carter, the celebrated New York 
detective. 

Rather—a ‘‘queered’’ telegram. . 

It had arrived at noon, and it was 
dated that morning at Dobson, Colorado. 

The telegram read ‘as follows: 

‘““Mr. Nicholas Carter: At once sur- 
round horse and warm. A prize file I can 
Prof. John Drummond, Latoka. 

F “RICHARD Hinz.” 

This strange telegram, three hours 
after its reception, was still under active 
discussion. 

At first flash it was gibberish, pure and 
simple. 

The famous secret service expert had 
puzzled his mind over it for barely two 
minutes, however. 


wi 


Putting on his hat, Nick had left the 
house then, noting the branch office from 
which it had been sent. 

He had just returned, and found Chick 
and-Patsy, his two professional assistants, 
poring over the bit of yellow paper, as he 
had left them. 

Both looked up eagerly; in a pointed 
and confident ‘way Chick briefly intoned 


“the word: 


“Well Thal . 

“T have run down the telegram,’ de- 
elared Nick, ‘‘and found that Dobson is 
a meve dot on the railroad map.’? ’ 

“Yes, we found that out.” 

“The telegram was sent by the one - 
local operator at that point at 5:30a, m.’” 

“Who is the sender?’ 

“The operator does not know.’? __ 

Bnd you do not know this Richard 
Hine?” 

“*No.’? 
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‘*Never heard the name before ?”’ 

‘‘Never. Vet he knows ine, profession- 
ally. That telegram was meant for a dis- 
tinct direction.”’ 

“‘Vou think so?’ 

**T got in touch with the Dobson oper- 
ator.”’ 

‘What did he say ?”’ 

“T asked for information regarding the 
sender. He made a rather peculiar state- 
ment.’? 

‘*What was it?’ questioned Chick. 

_ "The message, enclosing money pre- 
payment, was thrown from the window 
ofa palace coach asthe morning train 
whizzed by the station.”’ 

‘Sensational, that!’’ observed Chick. 

“Higlily so.’’ 

‘That ended the 
ment?”? 

“Slick and clean.’’ 


operator’s state- 


‘*But not your investigation ?’’ 

‘*Searcely. I followed up the train; I 
caught it with a message two. hundred 
miles farther on.”’ 

“And had the conductor search out 
this mysterious sender of flying mes- 
sages??? 

‘‘He made some inquiry, yes.”’ 

“The result ?”’ 
Nothing. No person answering to the 
name of Richard Hine was then aboard 
the train.’’ 

.  **This is rather disappointing, ”” began 
Chick. vate : 
“In a measure,’’ assented Nick—‘‘al- 

though there is a certain compensation. ”’ 

“In what respect ?”’ 

‘“This: I have translated the message, “ 

“(May we lear it?’’ ; 

‘Certainly. Hand me the telegram. ea 

Patsy did so; Nick read it over rapid- 
ly aloud. 

Then he explained. 

“The jargon the operator at Dobson 


made of a message hastily scrawled on a 


fast-jolting train, possibly by a poor pen- 


oe 


man at the best, is responsible for the 
mix-up.’ 

**Did you question him ou that point?” 

‘*Fe adinitted it—said some words in 
the original screed were utterly obscure 
and unintelligible.’ 

“So he filled in?” 

“The best he knew. After studying 
the message from memory since I left 
here,’’ proceeded Nick, “‘I arrived at a. 
conelusion that it read about this way.’? 


Aud Nick read: 


“Mr. Nicholas Carter: 
round house and warn—— 


“AbD? murmured Chick. 


‘‘Apprise till. I come, Professor Jolin 


At once sur- 
”? 


. Drummond, Latoka.” 


‘“That’s it? declared Patsy. 

‘“T hat seems to methe most reasonable - 
way to construe it,’’ said Nick. ) 

‘Then ??? interrogated Chick. 

“Why, I will look the matter up, of 


course.’ 


Tn other words,’’? continued Chick, 
with briskness, ‘‘this Richard Hine di- 
rects you to surround the house of one 
Professor John Drummond.” 

**Latoka.”” 

‘“‘Where is that?” 

‘Ten miles up the Hudson.” 

And warn him.’ 

‘*Precisely.’’ 

**Of what?” 

© How can I tell?” 

“Til Richard Hine 
prise’??? 

‘*No, till I see this si feu who, 
on the strength of the message, inay be 
able to guess how matters stand.”’ 

“Good 1») 

Nick left home headquarters at once, - 

It was his way to investigate profes- 
sional matters promptly—more expedi- 
tiously when peril to some person or Bets 


‘comes to ap- 


_ sons seemed impending, 


Both names—Drummond and Hine—_ 
were totally unfamiliar to the detective, 
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Latoka was quite a little. journey, and 
Nick was not at all acquainted there. 

Still, the names might quite as plaus- 
ibly be mispelled asa part of the main 
body of the message. 

Nick reached Latoka, a rather exten- 
sive summering hamlet on the Hudson 
River, in about two hours. 

He looked over its scattered houses. 
Then he approached the lounging driver 
of the one depot conveyance of the place. 

‘*Professor John Drummiond??’ inter- 
rogated Nick. 2 

“Step in—take you right up there,” 
declared the Jehu, getting into action. 

(Par ?” 

“‘Half a mile.’’ 

**Drive slowly. - wish toask you a few 
quesions. ”’ 

**Free, those.’’ 

‘(This Professor Drummond——”’ 

**New comer.’’ 

‘“How new??? 

‘fA month ago.”’ 

*“Indeed ?”? : 

‘*Yes—he bought out the Muller ly- 
out. 

“And what may ‘the Muller layout’ 
be, my friend?” 

**Never heard of that?’ 

“*T belong in New York.”’ 

““Oht-I- suppose dead, sleepy Latoka 
and all about it doesn’t interest New 
Yorkers.’’ 

“‘Naturally.”? 

‘*Well, then, Muller was the great col- 
lector ”’ 

“Of what?’ 

' “Animals—dead and alive.’’ 

“*T see.” 


~ 


‘‘Birds—dead and alive.” 
“Zoologist ? Ornithologist ?”” 
“T reekon you have it.” 
‘“That was his hobby, eh?” 
‘Regular crank on such subjects. ”’ 
“And a month ago, you say, he sold 
out??? 
_ “To this Professor John Drummond.’? 


‘Who is he??? 
“Another crank }”’ 
- “In the same line?” 

‘‘Only worse. He mixes in gardening. 
Raises squashes and such things in glass 
molds, bringing out the most horrible 
distortions—roses as big as cabbages.’’ 

‘Lives alone?’ 

“Quite, except for six servants.” 

‘New servants ?”’ 

‘Oh, no! he retained the whole old 
Muiler retinue. An easy, happy old fel- 
low, the professor enjoys life with his 
fads and hobbies.”’ 

“Tnnocent ones, though.’’ 

tT should say—not!”? % 

The driver gave this answer with a de- — 
cided frown and a particular emphasis. 

“Explain,’’? suggested Nick. 

_ See that i? 

The driver held up his hand to indi- 
cate a long deep scratch clear across its 
back. . 

“That looks as if you had run into a 
big nail,’? observed Nick. 

“Well, not exactly. Look at that!’’ 

The driver tilted back his hat. 

Oue temple was black and blue—just 
above it a three-inch ‘patch of hair was’ 
missing. 

“What has that to do with Professor 
John Drummond ?’’ inquired Nick, quite 
curiously. 

““Kverything.’’ 

“Indeed ?”? 

‘““Yes; he hired me to do some carting 
for him day before yesterday.”? 

‘*Some of his curiosities ?”’ 

**One of his curiosities.” : 

“Living, I presume?’ hinted Nick, 
with a slight smile. 

“Alive and kicking, and—horrible! 
The monster tackled me as I was oie 
him in his box to my dray.”’ 

“*Monster ?”” 

“Nothing better!’ 

‘Wild aniinal, then?” 

“Wild? Human, I should vat he Rw 


ne | 
\ ‘ 
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“How is. that."’ 


“The professor called it his ‘missing — 


link!” 


nt 


CHAPTER II. 


NIGK CARTER MEETS AN OLD FRIEND. 


“The missing link, eh?’ repeated 
Nick. 

The driver of the depot. stage nodded 
savagely. 


“A man-eater, a terror!’’ he observed, 
with earnestness.  ‘‘T'he professor wel- 
mine !’'” 
cowed it as if he’d been given a gold 

Nick, from all this, had got a clear in- 
sight of the character and tendencies of 
the person he soon expected to see. 

The magnificent place at which the 
conveyance now stopped carried out fur- 
ther the impression previously conveyed. 

It comprised several acres, walled in 
with stone. 
some brick house and several conserva- 
tories and other isolated buildings, show- 
ing progressive accommodation for things 
floral and inenagerie-like. 

Nick dismissed the driver, ascended 
the front steps of the house, and rang the 


“doorbell. 


A servant answered the summons; the 
professor was at homie. 

“A stranger, but on pressing busi- 
ness, ‘? announced Nick. 

The servant politely showed in thie de- 
tective. 
- Evidently he was not unused to un- 
known visitors; they probably came in 
droves to prey ou the enthusiastic old 
naturalist. 


Nick was ushered into a large, light - 


and airy room, edged with -cabinets con- 
taining a vast aggregation of marine curi- 
osities. _ 


'A seemingly elderly man was bending 


over a table, with a flat, long knife in his 
hand, mixing up some powdery stuff. 
The moment that Nick inspected fim 


There was a staunch, hand- * 


closely, however, he discovered that this 
aspect of extreine age was not actual, but 
assuined. 

Professor John Drummond was dis- 
guised—from his long white beard and 
pinkish spectacles, down to his quaint 
coat and other garments that he wore. 


‘*Professor Drummond,’’ began Nick, 


but the latter interrupted him with ae 
words: 
“Whom have I the honor——’? 


Then he interrupted himself—forcibly, 


suddenly, sensationally. 

Turning, the instant his eyes lit on 
his visitor, the professor gave a gasp, and 
staggered back, clutching the table for 
support. 

“I thouglit so!’’ soliloquized Nick. 

The professor stared at the detective in 
profound-embarrassnient. 

Rather quaraey Nick returned the 
penetrating look. 


Nick. : 

4#°Oh, yes,’’ with fervor. 

“Do I know you ?”” 

‘Try and see, Mr. Carter!’ 

“I will try,” bowed Nick, deliberately. 

He tackled the puzzle in an analytical 
way. 

Nick tried to penetrate the disguise to 
learn what. manner ofman this. person 
might be. 

A swift conjunction of ideas led the 
expert detective straight to the point. 

“*Shergold Hume!’’ Nick almost im- 
mediately announced. 

“Really !’? exclaimed the other. 

He put ont his hand, smiling and grati- 


fied, and Nick took it with a good deal of 


pleasure. 

‘J fail. to gedeecatal = adeecsted the 
latter. : 

“Which involves quite an explana- 
tion.’ 


“Tt seems so,’’ said Nick, | slancing 


about site queer place. 


“It seems you know me??? chases 
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“You are my first discoverer,” alt= 
nounced the professor. 
“So? >)? 
“*T hope—my last.” 
“Ineo ??? 
‘*Perpettally !”” 
“7 think I understand,’’ said Nick, in 
a meaning way. 
“Then you appreciate the necessity of 
the disguise, and its continuance?’ 
“Certainly.” 
‘*Be seated, Mr. Carter. How did you 
come to drop down upon me?”’ 
**Let that explanation follow later.’’ 
Very well—and first ?”’ 
“How do you come to be here ina 
position to be dropped down upon?’ 
“Ah, I must exist somewhiere!’’ . 
. “But so near——”? 
““New York???” 
‘*No, the people who make New York 
dangerous.’ 
"The professor fidgeted a little. 
‘*Hence, the disguise!” he intimated. 
“T_pierced=iti™ 
‘*But—you are Nick Carter!”’ 
ARI ; 
“The man I swear by—who knows me 
like a book.”? * 


*“Now, then, Hume ie mystery??? 
GRNisk's question was pertinent. The de- 


eevee had recogized in the disguised 


professor an old associate and friend. 

It was five years since he had last seen 
this man. 

Hume had come from Boston at that 
time on the track of a gang of five dan- 
gerous bank wreckers. 

“Nick had set him 
and Hume had captured them. 

He had sent the five to jail for various 
terms, and had got five thousand dollars 
apiece for the task. 

He had sent Nick Carter a souvenir of 
his clever co-operation, and a letter. 


_ It apprised Nick that the writer was. 


inclined to abandon his profession, and 


right on the trail, 


follow a hobby he had cherished for 
years. 

He had now the means to start his ae 
scheme. . 

This was the edictation of rare orchids 
in the beautiful San Jacinto valley. 

And, plainly, Hume intimated that he 
was urged to this step of practical isola- 
tion—though in a most congenial and de- 
lightful pursuit—by a memory of a peril 
that would be life-long. 

He had received a facuignGes thousand 
dollar reward for caging the bank wreck- 
ers. x 

But he had aroused their eternal ha- 
tred. In the prison dock they had sworn 
a gteat oath, a terrible oath of vengeance! 

So Hume had disappeared; now he 
had come back into the world, strangely 
enough into Nick Carter’s world. 

‘“And why?’ interrogated the detec- 
tive, after Hume had rapidly and_ briefly 
gone over all this past dramatic history. 

“Tuck,’’ declared Hume, with a care- 
less shrug of his shoulders. 

“Bate ?? > 

‘““Why should it be ?”’ 


“How do we ever.know?”’ 

‘That is true—still, it comes quite 
naturally.’’ 

“*T suppose so.’’ 

‘In California I met Professor Muller. 
He fascinated, vi doe me with his lay- 
out.”’ 

“This?” . 

“Precisely.” 

“In what way??? 

‘(He had been offered a lucrative posi- 
tion, to take charge of a great museum 
in Antwerp, and was about to abandon to 
auction the accumulations of years. I 
bought-him out,” 

3 f see, ” 


““T realized that the East was Jaaeaia 
territory for me, yet I risked it. Why 
not? I rarely go out; my work is absorb- 
ing, constant. In fact, except to look you - 


7 
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up, as I anticipated, I would not probably 
go to New York once a year.”’ 

“And then disguised ?”’ 

‘“‘Always disguised. This is my para- 
dise—why not a haven? Iam Professor 
John Drummond. Hume has disappeared 
—his identity and name are dead.’’ 

Suddenly Nick looked serious. The 
professor’s remarks had Jed up toa sug- 
gestive point. 

“‘T beg pardon, Hume,”’ said the de- 
tective, ‘‘but there is something wrong. 
You err in the declata‘i ‘ion that the name 
is dead.”’ 

‘What do you mean ?’’ 

““This—a slip might betray you at any 
time.”’ 

‘“But why should the slip be made??? 

“*By others.’? 

‘“There are few ‘others.’ ”” 

“Friends ?”’ 

‘*T have purposely avoided them.”’ 

“Relatives?” - 

‘They are very few.”’ 

‘And yet one of them wires broadcast 
across the continent your name,’ said 
Nick. — 

“What!” 
vaguely. 

H1t is true.” 

‘*Wires broadcast—— 

“Vour uame—or, rather, but for a tele- 


exclaimed the "professor, 


” ag 


graph Dperetur’s stupidity; would have . 


done so.’ 

“Mr, Carter, you are dea lteet in mys- 
tery!’ 

‘*Let me explain. Read that.’’ 

Nick gave him the telegram, observ- 
ing, anent its signature: 

‘« ‘Richard Hine’—Hume?” 

‘Yes, Hume!’ cried the professor, 
quite excitedly. 2 

‘It was meant for that??? 

“Of course.”? 

“Your son??? 
« “My son.’’ 


“Then—you see??? 
\ Fs 


- But the professor was struggling with 

the misplaced words. 

- Nick promptly translated the ‘leg tailt 
He watched his companiou’s face; it 


assumed a deep pallor. 


“I don’t like this!?? muttered the pro- 
fessor, thoughtfully. 

‘*No more do I,’’ declared Nick. 

‘*What does he mean?”’ 

““To warn you, of course.”’ 

“COf what?” 

‘*Can you not surmise ?”’ 

“*T can’t, Mr. Carter.’’ 

“Of peril.”’ 

‘“‘Well, perhaps.”? 

““No doubt about it! He wires me, and 
I did not even know of his existence. 
That convinces me that the old matters 
pe 

‘“The bank matters. ’? 

Ves, + aes 

“They are on my trail!’ 

‘*Possibly,’? said Nick Carter. 


——— 


CHAPTER III. 
‘CNHE MISSING. LINK.’ 


For a few moments Professor John 
Drummond was shaken;-then he again. 
shrugged his shoulders. 

**TIinpossible!’’ he declared, 
gloomy tone. 

**Ohi! not impossible, Efe: 2 

‘Well, improbable, then. I have 
worked with extreme caution. Only two 
of~the men I sent up have completed 
their kg earliest Jess than three ~ 
montlis since.’ 

“Ninety days is a good deal of time 
fora man with a resolute idea in his 
head.”’ 

Ferrueen 

‘(And a bad idea at that. 
follow your son’s advice?’’ 

‘*But how could he learn——” _ 

‘‘We waste time idly speculating.’’ 

‘And he told you to warn me? Well, 
Tam warned.” x 


in a less 


Suppose we 
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“And suggested surrounding the 
house.’ 

‘Not that, Mr. Carter!”? poke out the 
professor. . 


““Why not?” 

‘“It is not necessary. It is a jail, a fort- 
ress. J have six trusted servants. No! nol 
give yourself no trouble. You have done 
the friendly part. When Richard comes 
—we shall see, then.” 

‘“Be at least vigilant, wary.’ 

“Oh, surely. And he was not on the 
train you wired after ?’’ 

‘““Or would not answer to ies name,’ 

“That is it. Perhaps he really irae 
found out something, and became cau- 
tious after acting quite foolishly in using 
his real name. 
tled!’? 

‘Settled ?”’ 

Ten? tit?" 

“Tf you will fullow my injunctions of 
caution. ”’ 

“‘T certainly will. Now, then, Mr Car- 
ter, let me show you my treasures.”’ 

“T shall be pleased to see them.’? 

The professor had quite airily dis- 
niissed from his mind the theme upper- 
most in discussion. 

Not so Nick; he felt a presentiment 
that there was urgency in the message of 
mystery. g 

Still, as he passed about the place, he 
found the report of the ex-detective to be 
well-founded. 

With the exercise of ordinary careful- 
ness, the extremely well-built house could 
be made practically burglar-proof. 

Nick was a good deal surprised at the 
vastness of this great sturehouse and its 
variety of natural wonders. 

The professor, however, seemed to for- 
~ get the presumable peril Nick had come 
to warn him about as he entered a room 
on the second floor. 


It was his own private sleeping apart- 


‘ment. 


Now, then, that is set-— 


A door leading into a second room was. 


open; the professor passed its threshold. 

His eyes flashed; ardor and pride and 
eagerness lingered in his manner and at- 
titude as he said: : 

‘But here is my real acquisition, Mr, 
Carter !’’ 

Nick comprehended what was coniing, 
but he merely said: - 


“And what is that?’ 

“The missing link !”’ 
, “A new adaptation of an obsolete and 
worn-out idea?” 

‘*The idea is there—it will fever wear 
out!” ; 

“Vou mean??? 

‘The sure Darwinian theory that it is 
but a step from man to the ape.’’ 

‘“‘And there is your ape.’’ 

They had entered tle inner room now. 

Nick very interestedly viewed what it 
contained. 

In its centre was the box or cage that 
the stage driver had described. 


- This held an object more suggestingly 


human than any of its class Nick had. 


ever seei before. 

It was evidently a medium-sized orang- 
outang, and its manner and its move- 
ments showed ngiGne, or rare natural 
progression. 

It chattered, and the tones were quite 


‘human, while the expression of its eyes 


was varying and intense, 

‘‘You have quite a specimen,’? adiit- 
ted Nick. 

‘‘4 rare, royal one!’ declared the pro- 
fessor with enthusiasm. ‘I shall make 
something outiof our friend here, believe 
ale. acl am studying him, watching hin; 
when we get better acquainted, I hope to 
make rapid advancéinent. At present he 
is sullen, ugly and dangerous. I am try- 


ing sonte cereal food, and hope to tame 


him.” 
‘‘Where did you get-the animal ?”’ 
““Mr. Carter, a good many skilled 


! t 


’ 
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scientists have doubted if it is an ani- 


mal.” 
‘*Preposterous !’’ 
*‘Well, well, we shall see; there is 


keen intelligence there, once-aroused and 
directed right.’’ 

“And cunning and brutality of no or- 
dinary kind.”’ 

“*A\ natural streak, only.” 

“Where did you get the—subject ?”’ 

“Prom a show. A man approached me 
on the matter of acquiring this splendid 
specimen a week ago. He offered it re- 
markably cheap.’’ 

‘And you closed with him?’ 

“AT At once,*’ 

““Of course you keep the subject close- 
ly locked up?’’ 

“*T have to.” 

**How’s that??? 

“They forgot to send the key to the 
cage.’ ; 

“Indeed ?”” 

**Ves. I wrote for it, and expect it ina 
day ortwo. Then I shall try judicious 
freedom with my charge.’’ 

They came down stairs again. 

Nick prepared to take his departure. 
He repeated his former advice of care 
and vigilance pending the expected ar- 
rival of his host’s son, 

“Tt will be an easy thing to post a man 
' or two about the place,’’ he suggested. 

**Positively—no!”’ 

“Not necessary, you think ?”’ 

“Not at all,’’ declared Hume. ‘In 
fact, come to get over the first excitement 
of the scare, Mr. Carter, I would .not be 
surprised if my son’s anxiety covered 
some other thought of danger.”’ , 

“Tt may be so. You have made no es- 
pecial appearance in publie since you 
eame back East, I believe you said?’ ob- 
served Nick, interrogatively. 

“Why, yes—I was in New Vork city 
once. ’” ree : 

“When?” 

‘About five weeks ago.’’ 


(Oh 19? 

“But—disguised. It was about this.’’ 

The professor inicated a little contriv- 
ance that Nick at first took for a box. 

On examining it he found that its top 
swung on the most delicate of pivots, and 
below were several intricate wire loops. 

‘‘What is this??? inquired Nick. 

eA trap for Moke: our ornithologi- 
cal. specimens.’ 

Plssee. 

‘It is useful, and I went into the city 


to see about getting some made, and 
” 


Nick nodded as he examined the con- 
trivance, and he looked up quickly and 
penetratingly as the professor abruptly 
paused. 

“Go on,’’ he urged. : 

The professor indulged in a little 
laugh; it bore, however, a slight token of 
em barrassinent, 

“Oh, nothing!’ he stammered. ‘I 
was foolish enough to waste time running 
off on a tangent.’’ 

“What kind of a tangent?’ inquired 
Nick. 

“Well, the old professional “zeal, you 
know——”’ 

“Ah?” 

“Sticks to us Ch oaca 

“'Onite.’” 

**T casually became interested in some- 
thing that happened to strike my notice, 
and before I knew it F was back on the 
old spotting lay as though I had not aban- 
doned the profession forever.” 

“Mere pastime, ¢h ??? 

“Ouite that.” 

“Did it lead to anything?” 

‘‘Why, yes, it did; but I soon dropped 
the diversion as my head got back to my 
real work. ll tell you about it  to-mor- 
row. You will come to dinner? I could 
enjoy a long chat with you.’ 

“Very well,’ answered Nick. 

The detective did not go back to =e 
York at once. 


: 
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Nor did he follow thie lead of the pro- 
fessor’s indifference. 

Nick promptly hunted up the watch 
force of the town. 


That night, without his being aware of 
it, the home of Professoer Jolin Drum- 
iumond was put under practical police sur- 
veillance. 

And, unless the expected son of his 
old fellow-professional arrived before the 
next night, 
Chick and Patsy on guard. 

' For, somehow, with fine intuitive 
sense, Nick Carter scented danger in the 
air. 

* * _ * * * * 

Ten o’clock that evening found the se- 
cret service expert just concluding an ex- 
haustive search of the police files. 

It was rather interesting to revive his 
memory with the details of the case in 
which he had incidentally taken a hand. 

Chick chanced to accompany the de- 
tective. Together they had looked up the 
records and photographs of the five bank- 
wreckers whom Shergold Hume had run 


down, aud who had sworn that direful . 


threat of vengeance from the prison dock. 
_ ‘Well, we have secured full informa- 
tion,’’ observed Nick, arising from a ta- 
ble at Police Headquarters and closing 
the last volume of the rogues? gallery 
portraits. 

é “Information we may never use,’’ stlg- 

gested Chick. 
‘We never can tell.”” 
‘But, in the present case, with Hume 


guards posted, his son soon ee 
” 


warned, 
to appear—— 

‘“The menace will follow ase while 
his life lasts, if these men have indeed 
got upon his trail,’’ predicted Nick. 

They passed into the outer office, and 
Chick approached the night telephone 
man to indulge in a brief chat. The chief 
of the service called to Nick from his 
* private consultation room, | 


Nick determined to place _ 


Its door stood open, and he had chanced 
to see the detective. 

Some timely professional — were 
casually discussed. 

Then, just as Nick was again drawing 
on. his gloves, Chick appeared at the 
doorway in an excited and unceremonious 
manner. =e 

“One. moinent, siete he ao to 
Nick. 

The detective bowed his adieux to the 
chief of the service, 

“What is it, Chick ?’’ he asked, 

“Step this way, please.’’ 

Chick led Nick to the operator’s desk. 

Without preface or apology, he took 
up the pencil slips that. were constantly 
coming in, comprising the reports. of 
fire, casualties and crimes. 

Chick picked out a slip. 

‘“Took!? he said ina quick breath. 

Nick’s eyes flashed over the message. 
An expression of dismay wisiee his 
brow. 

“Quick work !’’ he observed. 

His lip quftvered slightly—then a look 
of sternness came into his face. 

‘Lose no time!’ directed Nick. 

They were both out in the street in an 
instant. 

Nick hailed the first cab. 

**To Latoka!’’? he ordered sharply to 
the driver. 

‘CA long run, sir!?? 

“Can you make it with your horse?’ 

‘Of course. ’? 

“And on the sa eee FAME: 

*Ves,?? 

‘“Then you are my man. Go!” . 

Nick sat back among the cushions, — 
gtim and silent, as the vehiclestarted up. . 

The detective had experienced a terri- 
ble shock> 

Nick Carter was going back to Latoka, 
because the message over the police wires _ 
shown him by Chick was = from that — 
suburb, 

And it apprised the Mevoaohias Po- ~~ 


WS 
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lice Department that a terrible crime—a 
horrid, an unusual murder—had been 


committed at the home of Professor John - 


Drummond. 


Ss 


CHAPTER IV. i 
~ A WRONG THEORY. 


Murder had been done at Latoka, and 
its victim was no other than the man 
from whom Nick Carter had parted less 
than six hours previously. \ 

_ “Assassination under peculiarly horri- 
ble cireumstances,’’ the informal police 
message lrad briefly read. 

The cab driver did not spare his horse. 


Within ninety-five minutes after leav- . 


ing Police Headquarters the dripping 
steed came to a panting halt in front of 
the Drummond residence. 

About its gates a crowd was gathered; 
lights were flashing all about the house 
and grounds. 

Nick hurried up the steps, Chick fol- 
lowing. 

During the ride neithe® had spoken 
much. Chick was oppressed with the 
mystery of the ynoment, while his su- 
perior realized the folly of speculating on 
amatter of which only meagre details 


» had_been furnished. 


But both could reason out a natural 
sequeiuce, and both were prepared for 
what confronted them when they passed a 
group at the portals of the house. 

Nick pressed through the vestibule. 
The servant who had admitted him that 
day stood there pale and distracted. 

He instantly recognized the caller of 
the afternoon, and promptly hastened up 
- to the detective. 

“Oh, sir! the professor told ine of you 
after you left——”’ he began. 

Nick looked eager for further informa- 
tion. 

“Oh, Mr. Carter! you were his friend." 
4 (Ves, ” 
“It is ho ae is s appalling!” 


“Gather your wits, my man. He is 
dead ?”’ 

‘“Murdered » 

. “And the assassin ?”’ 

“*Caged.’? 

Ah!” murmured Nick, with satisfac- 
tion. 

‘*But—what can we do!’’ hopelessly 
muttered the man. 

‘‘At what time did the crime occur???’ 

“At precisely eiglit.’’ 

“You are exact !”’ : 

“‘We saw the deed done—two of the 
servants and myself.”’ ; 

“And you were in time to catch the 
assassin ?’’ ; 

“But not in time to deter hini—we 
were in the garden.”’ 

“‘And the murder was done in Pro- 
fessor Drummond’s room ?”” 

The man nodded. 

“Lead the way.” 

A glance, once within the upper room, 
informed Nick of all there was to know. 

The detective’s dead friend lay side- 
ways, fallen upon a table at which he 
had evidently been seated when the fatal 
blow was delivered. 

There were a dozen deep statis in “iis ; 
neck and back, and from these the blood 
was still flowing. 

Two men in semi-uniform, standing 
near the body, bowed gravely to Nick. 

One of them recognized the celebrated 
detective, with a start. 

Then, with cap lifted, he came for- 
ward. : 

“Mr. Carter,’’ he murmured, with ex- 
treme deference. 

(Veg. 19 

‘“‘We were consulting, my partner and 
I. Iam in charge at the local station.” 

“J understand,’’ answered Nick shortly. 

It annoyed him because bungling in- 
terference might have disturbed some en- 
lightening indications. 

‘“The weapon ??? inquired eX 

“Tt is with the murderer.’ 
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‘*With the murderer !’’ 

‘Ves; he still retains possession of it. 
You see, Mr. Carter, he came up slyly 
behind the victiim.”’ 

‘““That is plain to trace.’? 

‘‘Retreating with the knife.’ 

‘*He atteipted to escape ?”’ 

“Not at all—he ran back into his 
cage.’’ 

‘“His cage??? 

‘‘He is there now—as you see’? 

And as he spoke the officer pointed in- 
to the next room. 

It was lighted now, but even without a 
light Nick would have instantly under- 
stood, 

Professor John Drummond had been 

miurdered by his ‘‘missing link !”’ 
_ As Nick stepped forward across the 
threshold of the connecting rooms, every 
thing seemed to carry out the clear, con- 
cise statement of the local officer. 

Blood trailed over rugs and floor direct- 
ly up to the door of the cage. 

Within the cage, crouched ina corner, 
was tle great orany-outang. 

‘It was gibbering, and glaring ata big 
broad knife, blood-stained, lying at its 

feet. 

_.. Nick stepped up to the cage of the ani- 
mal. 

When he had last noticed the cage, its 
_ strong bar lock had been firmly set in its 
socket. 

Now it protruded beyond the door cas- 
ing, but was still shot. 

The door proper, however, was held 
shut by two strands of rope tied at the 
upper and the lower end of the door. 

‘‘Who did this?’ inquired Nick. 

“*T did, sir,’? bowed the officer. ‘The 
animal must ‘have ran immediately back 
into its cage. We found him there. I 
fancy we will have to take cage and all.”” 

“Take them where?” 

“To the station.” 

‘Why to the station ?”” 

“*Under arrest.”’ 

“That animal!” 

“Mr. Carter, is it an animal??? asked 
the officer, with perfect seriousness. ‘‘Is it 
human or beast—responsible or not?’ 

‘Are you in earnest!” 

‘In the case of a murder done in Lon- 
don,” smartly cited the officer, ‘fa man 
brained with a hammer by an orang- 
outang—the question came up.”’ 


- Nick explained. 


“Never mind the question now,’ in- 
terrupted Nick, impatiently, ‘“This way, 
my man?’ 

The detective spoke to the servant, 
who advanced at once. 

“Tell your story,’’ directed Nick. 

‘We saw from the garden.’’ 

‘What???’ 

‘The animal,.’? 

‘‘You are sure of that?” interrupted 
Nick, incisively. : 
“Oh, sir! two others were with me, 
and they saw also. It was done in a flash 
—we were up the ans quickly, but— 

too late!” 

‘*And the orang-outang’ rs 

‘Was back in its cage.”’ 

Nick began inspecting the door of the 
cage. 

“You see, Mr.-Cartery” "3 cagiaines the 
police officer, ‘the animal must have 
pressed the door so forcibly that the bolt 
shot past.”’ 

‘Ah!’ commented Nick, briefly. 

He looked for scrapes ‘and scratches 
along the jamb bar. 

The officer stared as Nick took outa 
tiny tape measure. 

The detective deliberately measured 
the bolt end. 

Instantly Nick turned an intelligent 
look upon his assistant. 

Chick started into action—he read 
what that look signified. 

Chick disappeared as Nick turned to- 
wards the police officer. 

‘My inan,’’ said the detective, Gif you 
care to be. ‘of any service in this affair 

‘Surely, Mr. Carter.” 

‘Get yourself and your men into the 
grounds and through the village, as 
speedily as possible, then.’ 

“Why, sir——”’ 

“And make a search for the mur- 
derer.”” 

“A search—— 
there!’ 

“No! That animal has not stirred 
from its cage to- sig tc au 

“Sir! 

“TT sawacs insisted the servant. ° 

“‘Come here,’ invited Nick. 

He was not in the humor to dally with 
stupidity. 

Still, 


~ 


Why, the murderer is 


the exigencies were urgent; 
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‘Do you see that lock ?”’ he inquired. 

The officer nodded. 

‘Professor Drummond had 10 key to 
that door..’ 


“Triye—it wasn’t sent with the cage,’ 
observed the servant. 
“Measure that bolt; 


ten thousand 


pounds pressure could not squeeze that ~ 


two-inch bolt end past the jamb——”’ 

The officer began to stare mote in- 
tently. 

‘Without bending the door like rub- 
‘ber. Again, find me a mar, a touch, with 
the paint and rust seraped off.”’ 

“Then, Mr. Carter——’’ 

“The real murderer was a man.”’ 

The servant tottered—his reason was 
not equal to grasping the baffling mystery 
-of his announcement, and it fairly over- 
powered him. 

‘*A man,’’ added Nick, impressively, 
“arrayed in the skin of an animal the 
counterpart of that one yonder.”’ 

‘“Incredible!’’ gasped the officer. 

“Try and find him,’? directed Nick, 
sententiously. 

The officer left the room like a man in 
-a daze; his companion followed him. 

Nick shut the servants out. For five 
minutes he examined every nook and 
corner of the room. . For five more he in- 
vestigated adjoining apartments. 

Like a man on a_ trail, he was led 
finally down a rear stairway into the gar- 
den. 

At the rear were two of the men ser- 
vants of the house and a maid. 

The latter was dashing some cold wa- 
ter froma pan into the face of a man 
__ lying upon the ground, 

*_4What is this??? demanded Nick. 

One of the men explained : 

“We found him lying up against the 
side garden wali.’’ 

‘*Asleep??’ 

‘Is that sleep, sir?’ 

Nick stooped beside the prostrate man ; 
at once the detective recognized him. 

It was the ‘‘special”” he had engaged 
that afternoon to keep a- watch about the 
premises for skulkers. 

Nick got a-whiff of his breath. 

“QLiquor and Spay soliloquized the 
detective. 

Just hiere the man stinsed; roused up. 
Nick gave him a stimulating shake. 


é 


He brought him to his feet and steadied 
him against a gate. 
‘‘Now, my man!’ he spoke, sharply— 

‘do you know who I am ?”’ 

The fellow rubbed his eyes, and stared 
vaguely and then shamefacedly at Nick. 

“why, yes, sir!’ he mumbled. 

"What does this mean ?”’ 

“Ask them. 

' The man pointed at the two servants. © 
“Us! Ask us!?’ exclaimed one of them. 
‘‘And why ??’ challenged Nick. 

“They gave it to me—at least, one of 

them did.’’ 

“Gave you what?” 

‘the drink.” 

“Us!?? cried one of the men. 

“Us? echoed the other. 

Their astonishment and resentinent, 

Nick discerned, was entirely genuine. 
“Explain yourself, ” he directed the 

culprit, giving him a second shake. 

“T went on duty at six, as you direct- - 


~ ed. About eight, as I was standing in the 


barred gateway ats: ‘the rear, one of the 
servaiits came up.’ 

‘CA man serwent 

“Ves; ” 

“‘One of these?” 

“*T don’t know.’’ 

‘‘T guess he doesn’t!’ disclaimed one 
of the two attaches of the place. ‘‘At 


eight o’clock all three of usimen about. 


the place mete sitting on the side steps, 
smoking.’? . 

‘‘And had been for thirty minutes,’’ 
corroborated the other. 

‘“‘Well, some one did!” declared the un- 
faithful one. ‘‘He said I must be cold . 
and loneome rambling around, and gave 
me a flask.”’ 

“Oh! he did?’ muttered Nick. 

‘*‘Said it was the primest ever was— 
from the governor’s cellar.’’ 

‘*You took it?’? 

“And drank it—why not?” 

“‘T suppose you now see why not??? 

‘*Drugged ?”” 

“Vou have guessed it.’’ 

‘And it was some outsider??? 

“Tt was the man who committed mur- 
der in this house less than three hours 
ago,’’ averred Nick, solemnly. 

‘What! what!’ cried one of the ser- 
vants. 

Nick briefly explained what. it was 


- necessary for them to know. 
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‘*You two join in the search,’’ he di- 
rected. “Vou,’’ addressing the watch- 
man, ‘‘find me that flask you spoke of.’’ 

The watchman went outside tle gate 
and began a clumsy search. 

He caine back in a minute or two. 

‘“*Well?’?’ questioned Nick, who had 
lingered on the spot, meantime surveying 
keenly the shrubbery and general en- 
vironment. 

“YT found it.” 

‘Where is it??? 

“‘Broken.’* 

“You found it broken?” 

“Ves, sir.” 

‘*Show me whiere.’’ 

The man led Nick to where the rem- 


nants of the shattered flask lay upon the _ 


giass beside a rock. 

Nick lit a match, examined the wreck, 
and detached and pocketed the label. 

Now he returned to the house. Very 
soon one of the officers whom he had 
found in the upper room reappeared. 

‘*Mr. Carter,’’ he said, deferentially. 

Ves? ?) 

“Your friend, your assistant.’’ 

‘What about him ?’’ inquired Nick. 

“* Ae wants you.”’ 

‘““Where is he?’’ 

“Beyond the garden—I 
show you.’ 

’ Nick -was led through a rear gate. To- 
wards the river stretched an unfenced ex- 
panse. 

Chick was leaning over a place where 
- some boards had been removed from 
what looked like an old well, 

Beside him was a large dog, and it cir- 
cled about, as, pulling a string, Chick 
landed a bulky,. dangling object. 

‘“This way !’’ he spoke a little excited- 
ly to Nick—‘‘I saw the head of that dog 
as I passed the kennel.” 

**T understand.”’ 

‘“Good breed, but he ran here and 
would go no farther.”’ 

“‘Vou had been fishing ?”’ 

‘“J had been fishing,’’ assented Chick. 

‘And you had found By 

This)? 
Nick Carter peered closer. 


had better 


CHAPTER V. 
THE TWO RAILROAD TICKETS. 


“The skin, the hide of an-orang- 
outang,’’ observed the detective. 

“The one worn by the murderer of 
Professor Drummond ?’’ added Chick. 

The dog that had played a part in lo- 
cating this tell-tale evideuce in the pro- 


gramme of the night, leaped onto ‘the ob- 


ject brought out of the well. 

It then lay down beside it, its paws 
and nose resting against it. 

Nick caught it by the collar, and tried 
to force the animal to take up the trail 
afresh, 

This it would not do, and, after being 
urged and dragged, slunk back to its 
kennel. 

“It would probably be at fault,’’ re- 
marked Nick, indicating the river sig- 
nificantly. 

_ Nick lined up the local Sifceis: and 
impressed upon them the value of a close 


inspection of the river shore—of making. 


inquiries regarding strangers and stray 
boats in the vicinity. 

He took up the animal skin, and lead 
the way back to the house. 

Nick knew that the trail was cold; he 
therefore considered that it would be 


wasted effort to devote his own valuable 


time, or Chick’s, to a vague chiase. 

‘A man shrewd enough to encompass 

what this fellow has done, has made good 
use of his three hours start of us,’ he 
said. 

‘‘And we have no description to go 
by,’’ suggested Chick. - 

“"No, Chick—we only know that he 
must be one of two persons—two of the 
bank wrecking five——”’ 

‘Recently liberated from the Massa- 


chussets State Prison. = ; 


‘*Precisely.”’ 

‘“‘Which one, and how to fasten the 
crime upon him——” began Nick's as- 
sistant. 


“What we find at the house yonder ; 


may gttide us to decide,’’ supplemented 
Nick, 


When they returned to the house, Nick 


appropriated a deserted rogm for himself 
and his colleague, 

The detective at once recited his dis: 
coveries of the hour. 


‘What has happened,” he narrated, ‘tis _ 


aan 
Fan’ 
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this: These people spotted Hume some 
time since, and got the ourang into the 
house.’? 

““Under false pretences ?”’ 

“Of course.”’ 

“To act its part in the business of to- 
night?” 

“Just that. The murderer kept the 
key of the cage; stole into the house, un- 
locked the cage, did the deed, cast the 
knife into the cage, and escaped. He got 
out as he got in.’’ 

**And how was that??’ 

“Through .a rear passageway not in 
tauch use after dark. He drugged the 
watcliman. So far, we have only prevent- 
ed the acceptance of a stupid theory.” 

‘*The one adopted by the police that 
the animal killed its master ?’’ 

“Ves. Now then, Chick, here are two 
pretty fair clews,”’ 

Nick indicated the orang-outang’s skin 
and the label from the broken liquor 
flask. 

Chick flashed an interrogative glance 
at his superior. 

‘Orang- -outang’s skins are not the com- 
monest things in the world,’’ hinted 
Nick. 

‘“That is true,’? nodded Chick. 

**As to the label——”’ 

“It is an ordinary one, it seems ?’?’ 

‘But with a New York saloon address 
ptinted at the bottom.’ 

“That may serve us somewhat.’ 

“It is certainly worth investigating. 
We must lose no time. .This way, 
Chick.” 

Nick led his assistant into the room 
where the murdered man lay, as he had 


. fallen. 


f 


Nick picked up from the table the in- / 


genious little trap that the professor had 
shown him that day. 

It lay where he had last seen it placed. 
Nick explained to Chick what it was. 

Now he looked it over. 

‘Ah, here we have it!’? he remarked, 
inspecting its bottom. 

Chick observed the shine of a pencil 
line across the smooth iron base. 

‘What is that?’ he inquired. 

“An address. I suspect and hope it is 
the address of the man Hume went to see 
about making some of these contrivances 
the day he visitéd the city.’ 

_ “Is that important?" 
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“T think so. I feel pretty certain that 
upon that occasion Hume ran across the_ 
old gang.” 

“Ts that so??? 

‘Or, rather, unsuspected, they got on 
his trail.” 

“Why do you think this?’’ 

‘*He referred vaguely to-day to being 
enticed into a little professional enter- 
prise.’’ 

‘‘Not stating what it was??? 

‘‘Flume intended to tell ine about it 
when I called to-morrow. I reason it out 
that while investigating the matter in 
question for pure entertainment, he gave 
his eneiies an opportunity to trace. him 
home.’ ~ 

‘“Possibly they supposed he was work- 
ing up a new case against them ?”’ 

‘‘Yes, that is possible. We will divide 
the work, Chick.” 

‘How 307 

‘You try and fidd out where that 
orang-outang skin caine from originally.” 

Vag, ” 

‘“And see what the label clew pro- 
duces.’ 

“All right.” 

‘I will make connection wita the man 
whom/ Hume went to see about the traps; 
I think this is his address, From his 
place Iinay be able to start a trace on 
Hiume’s movements that day in the 
city.” . 

Nick placed the trap in his pocket. He 
began looking over some- papers on a 
desk in a corner of the room. - 

They mainly represented memoranda 
of fiture sales of curios, scientific jot- 
tings regarding fossils, evolution, and the 
general contents of the various cabinets 
in the house. 

Nick noticed a sealed envelope ina 
drawer. ; 

It was the only object in the drawer, 
it was marked ‘‘Personal,’’ and it in- 
stantly held his attention. 

Nick regarded it thoughtfully; then - 
he felt ilimself justified in opening it. 

The detective was a trifle surprised to 
find inside two railroad tickets. 

They were on a trunk railroad line 
centering in New York city. 

They were not stamped or numbered. 
Both were for Chicago, with the coupons 


in dt order. 


{ 
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Nick scanned these closely. He turned 
the envelope over and over in his hand. 

Blurred out considerably was a date in 
one corner. 

It was the twelfth day of the preceding 
month, ! 

Was that the day upon which Hume 
had visited the city ? Nick asked himself. 

Further, had these tickets something 

to do with the ‘‘case’’ the ex-detective 
had been tempted into accidentally fol- 
lowing up? 

Nick closely examined the tickets 
through his magnifying glass. 

He split a corner of each with his 
finger nail, and compared the interior 
textures of the two tickets. 

‘Chick,’ he said, finally, to his assist- 
ant, who was interestedly watching him, 
“look those over.”’ 

Nick threw the tickets on the table, 
Chick took them up in turn, ‘Tegarding 
them narrowly. 

‘“‘Well,”? he remarked, after a spell— 
“two unstamped railroad tickets.’? 

“(As you see, but—different.”” 

“Different ??’ 

‘“Ves—oue is genuine, one is counter- 
feit.” 

“Vou don’t say so. Which is which?’ 

“T cannot answer that.’? 

‘But you know they are different??? 

tt Ves.” 

‘Then you have run across——”’ 

‘The case Hine referred to, I feel 
pretty certain.” | 

“Do you suppose it has any connection 
with his enemies ?”” 

AS do. 3) 

“Phen this is an additional clew?”’ 

**And a vastly good one!” 

It was midnight now. Nick lingered 
but little longer on the active scene of 
the tragedy. 

He awaited the return of one of the 
local officers, gave him some definite in- 
structions, and started from JTatoka an 
hour later. 

By two o’clock Nick and his. eet 
were back in New York. 

Forthwith, each started out on his own 
particular branch of the Hume murder 
niystery. 


CHAPTER VI. 
GETTING THINGS IN SHAPE. 


Ten o’clock the next morning found 
Nick Carter engaged in a conversation 
with the vice president of the trunk line 
upon which the two railroad tickets were 
supposedly goad. 

The detective announced his suspicions 
and backed them up with the tickets. 

He did not tell how they had come in= 
to his possession. 

~“T am looking here for information,’’ 
he observed. 

“But we want information, too,’’ de- 
clared the railroad official. 

“That will follow, naturally. These 
tickets, for us, however, comprise a pos- 
sible clew to a mysterious murder.”’ 

Ah hat 

“T come to you to find out what you 
have to say about these two samples.”’ 

‘Why, one is a counterfeit.”’ 

**You know that ?”’ 

“eMese girl?” 

“Which one?’ 

The official picked up the two tickets. 
He scrutinized them, looked at each in 
turn, and felt them. 

His face grew crestfallen, and finally 
he said, in a desperate way. 

“Don’t know.’? 

““You don’t know?’ 2 

The official shook his head. 

“‘But you do not believe both are genu- 
ine??? 

“Decidedly—no.”’ 

“Or both counterfeit ?” 

‘““Why, no, Mr. Carter—because the 
way you bring them enforces what thie 
company has been troubled about for 
some time.’’ 

“Which is?”? 

“Counterfeit tickets.” 

“Tf vou are not able to detect the real 
from the spurious, how have you found © 
them out??? 

‘Duplicates.’ 

‘*T see,’ said Nick. 

“‘Yes,’? pursued the official—‘for 
about a month we have been aware that 
some one was swindling us Diet Sa 
cally.’ 

“*Explain ?”? 

“After the conductors turned in their 
canceled tickets, the auditor’s clerks be-_ 
gan to find these duplicates.” 
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“I ._presume,’’ suggested Nick, ‘‘you 
inean that tickets bearing the same num- 
bers would appear???’ 

“That is it.”? 

‘For instance: Chicago trip ticket No. 
9,999 would come in duplicated several 
times.’” 

‘*Precisely.’’ 

“‘Now, let me ask what points did the 
ticket cover, principally ?”’ 

“New York to Buffalo, New Vork to 
Detroit, New York to Chicago.” 

“Limited 2 

““Never on the fainited trains I wish to 
show you.”’ 

‘That is tight,’’ nodded Nick, as the 
official made a move to reach a desk 
drawer. 

Thence he produced a _ pile of punched 
and catceled tickets arid coupons. 

With two he illustrated the point in 
view—demonstrating by placing side by 
side the detached fragments till two en- 
tire tickets were pieced out. 

Nick looked over the tickets placed be- 
fore him. 

‘*Here is ticket No. 2,173, A,’’ he ob- 
served. 

(Veg? 

“Dated the seventh, stamped 4New 
York,’ good from New York to Buffalo.’’ 

The official nodded assentingly. 

“‘Here is a lapse at Schenectady; a 
traveling man probably used this ticket, 
‘broke the connection there, resumed his 
journey a day later, dropped off one train 
at Rochester, aud on the next went on to 
his destination.’ = 

“Vou route it right, Mr. Carter.” 

“Duplicate hg 45173, A, a through 

_ passage.’” 

“As it eae. es 

“(The tickets are each properly Kigened: 

- all the coupons numbered, in fact, they 
are precisely alike——’’ 

“Precisely alike:’’ 

“Except where they differ,’ aaa 
Nick, gravely. 

3 “They don’t differ!’ 

‘““To the careless, unaided eye—no. 
Under critical examination, with the 
microscope, yes.’’ 

‘Tyo they, indeed ?”’ 

“Let me show you.”’ 

Nick called for a genuine office ticket. 
He showed the minute difference in the 
paper texture, and decided which was the 
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genuine ticket, but the official looked un- 
satisfied. 
“Very claver © 


he remarked, ‘‘but 


‘scarcely a practical point.” — 


‘Vou think not??? 
“Why, Mr. Carter, the gatekeepers 


and conductors ‘cannot all carry micro- 
scopes |”? 


_ That is true.”? 
' “Nor have any of them the phenom- 
enal eve-of Nick Carter!’’ 

eT nagicsaes 

‘‘No—we are helplessly in the hands 
of these counterfeiters.”’ 

“They turn out excellent work, I will 
admit.’ 


“They must have diplicate tien: 
stamps and numbering machines.’? 

**More than that.’ 

“Bh ?? ? 

“They are in touch with this office.’’ . 

“Oh, now !”? 


‘“Certainly.?’ 
“How is that ?”’ 


‘““They are aware of your numbering 


system day by day, or they could not fol- 
low so closely into the current series. ”’ 


“You are right; but who in” this office 
ae 5 


“Some one must give the informa- 
tion.’ 

The railroad official looked more trou- 
bled than ever. Then he said: 


“You see, Mr. Carter, we catinot 


change our tickets without creating im. 


mense disorder.’’ 
“T can comprehend tliat.’ 


“We would have to advise agents, sub- 


agents—notify in a general way the pub- 
lic holding unused unlimited tickets. 
Three days | ago we sent out an order to 
all conductors to natrowly inspect num- 
bers under two thousand.  Jinimediately 
every duplicate coming in’ rai current 
with those over two thousand. 


‘Ah! Therefore, you see, the counter- — 
move you 


feiters are aware of every 
make?” 
“Tt seems so,” adinitted the vice-presi- 
dent of the road with a helpless sigh. the 
‘Have you tried to trace any y of 


_ tickets?” inquired Nick. : 
e wae sone we spotted, with diffi- 


culty. 
“Who had them ” 
‘We ran them back to the scalpers’”. 


1 


“Then they had been used by innocent 
purchasers ?”’ 

‘Pwo of these tickets gave no account 
of the New York stub. They started from 
a point fifty miles away, the scalper sell- 
ing the intermediate mileage. Oh! the 
workers of this scheme have us at every 
point, and will have us till we find them 
out, and their printing plant. Now then, 
what are we going to do??? 

‘‘You want ny advice ?’’ 

‘*Most certainly.’ ~ 

‘*Vou will follow my advice?”’ 

“Strictly.” Z 

‘Remain perfectly quiescent, then.” 

‘(And- allow this wholesale swindling 
to go on unchecked !”” 

“Can you-hélp yourself?” 

“Why, no, unless you assist us.’ 

“YT will do that, provided — hes 
hands off.” 

“Tt is agreed.” 

Nick, of necessity, found himself in 
the whitl of a new and‘ important case. 

Only that he was confident that the 
counterfeit ticket complication dovetailed 
in soine way with the Hume murder 
affair, he would not have turned aside to 
consider a diversion from the main issue. 

He made some promises, but to the 
vice-president gave only brief explana- 
tion as to his plans. 

Nick betook himself to home head- 
quarters, where he expected to find Chick. 

Chick was on hand, with the informa- 
tion that the orang-outang hide had been 
bouglhit at Dibbles’ bird store, on Broad- 
way, nearly a month ago, by a negro, or 
aman disguised as a negro. 

“Well, now about the flask label?” 
Nick interrogated next. 

Chick handed over the label Nick had 
secured from the broken flask at Latoka. 

‘Tt was bought there,’’ he declared, 
indicating its address. 

“When ?’ 

“*Can’t find out.” 

“‘Nor by whoin ??? 

‘“The bartender sells a dozen, more or 
less, of this size and brand daily.’ 

“Still, they are sold to customers. 


. Any word from Richard Huine?’’ 


‘‘No word from Richard Hume.’ 

‘He may go direct to Latoka when he 
arrives.’ 

“4] will manage to be on the spot once 
ot twice during the day. The local police 


s 
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there affect to -have obtained a trace of © 


one or two suspicious parties in the vicin- 
dty.*? 

“Hunt them up, Chick.” - 

Nick proceeded to the room containing 
his dressing case. ; 

He changed his general make-up, left 
the house, proceeded to the house of a 
photographer friend, and left there carry- 


ing under his arm a ‘long flat object re- 


sembling a thin blank book. 
The detective proceeded straight back 
to the railway offices. 


Even the vice president did tiot kuow 
him when Nick, personating a stranger, 
penetrated to his sanctum. 

“‘T want to look over your working 
force here,’’ explained Nick. 

‘Ah! Mr. Carter!” 

“Give me permission to do so??? 

“Why, certainly.” 

‘‘As a canvasser for enlarged por- 
traits.”? 


‘“Those are your saiples?’” 

Nick flipped open his book of art. 

He proceeded from desk to desk, re- 
ceiving overtures and rebuffs with equal 
politeness. 

Nick got close views of many faces. 
He was stopped, however, at the door of 
a private room, 

A man coming out halted the irrepres- 
sible canvasser. 

“What do you want ?” he inquired, 
shortly. 

Nick explained. 

“Can’t be troubled now.” 

“But I have permission to canvass the 
office.’? 

“‘Nobody but my lady stenographer in 
there, and she is rushing a piece of im- 
ean work. Come again.”’ 

~ Nick bowed assentingly. He had passed 
over the lady force of the office rather 


rapidly, 


It was among the men that he expect- 
ed to find a suggestive face, if at all. 
There was a certain perverseness about 


the detective, however, when crossed in_ 


his intentions. 


Nick made an excuse of lingering in 
the vicinity of the closed room. 

He feigned tu be interested in a roller 
map, and he stepped on a stool to look at 
an obscure county at its top. 


Nick shot a glance over the clouded ~~ 


EAS 


pris 
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panes, through the row oF clear glass 
nearer the ceiling. 


The room held a young woman; her 


back was.to the door, and she was busy 


at a typewriter. 
She accorded with half a er other 


stenographers Nick had seen in the es- 


_ tablishnnent. , 

Nick was satisfied. As he was about to 
step down he lingered*to watch the girl’s 
movements, for she had arisen. 

Just natural curiosity to see her face, 
or rather the incentive of systematic thor- 
oughness, held Nick at the map. 

The girl passed over to the street win- 
dow rather rapidly. 

‘It was open a foot—she noiselessly 
lifted it to the top half sash. 

She waved a folded note, leaned out 
slightly, dropped the note, and tlen 
turned. 

Facing now, she might see Nick, so 
the detective descended from the stool 
without getting a glance at her face. 

The inference was that the girl had 
simply passed a billet-doux to some lorn 
swain in the street below. 

Nick remembered the incident, how- 
ever, as he left the building devoted to 
the railread company’s offices. 

A stocky young fellow of about twenty- 
five was just turning from a spot almost 
directly under the open window. 

He crossed the street. His manner was 
slightly excited, though thoughtful, and 
he was tearing up a strip of paper. 

. The fragments feli on the sidewalk 
near the curb. 

Nick turned in that direction; 
were cast down, as if naturally. 

Slowly he approached the spot contain- 
ing the fragments of paper, paused, and 
anade a great ado of feeling in his pockets 
for something. 

All the time those keen eyes inspected 
the paper scraps to learn what they might 
tell at long range. 

They told so much more than he had 
expected, that Nick Carter was profound- 
ly surprised. 


his eyes 


CHAPTER VII. 
NEATLY TRAPPED. 
At a glance, Nick recognized type- 
written characters. 
At his feet certainly lay the fragments 


a 


of the note dropped from the window by 
the stenographer. 
The detective continued to fumble in 
his’pockets as if for some missing article. 
He brought out a pair of spectacles; 
they were really telescopic lenses that he 


often found advantageous to use, as on 


the present occasion. 

Nick also produced some letters from 
an iter coat pocket. 

He appeared to be examining them 
critically, but through the glasses, with 
lightning glances the detective scanned 
the pavement. 

The paper fragments were Caan 
very near to him now. 

Nick selected a letter hap-hazard, and 
dropped it into his outer coat pocket. 

_ His play over, Nick put up the glasses: 
and strolled on. 

The calin, leisurely canvasser strolled 
on, but inwardly the veteran detective 
was a good deal worked up. 

Nick Carter found himself in the midst 
of one of those peculiar complications 
where everything depended on doing just 
the right thing. 

On a sctap of the torn-up Jetter the de- 
tective had positively read a pait of a 
name. 

This, in part, was that name: 

“Nick Car—=—” 

It was his own, and the auditor’s ste1- 
ographer had recently written it, had 
just, sent the note containing it to the 
stocky young man whom Nick had no- 
ticed. 

This individual, Nick, with a rapid 
sidelong glance, made out posted across 
the street. y : 

He was watching Nick, and as Nick 
started up he started up, too. 

The conclusion was irresistible—the 
girl at the typewriter had informed this 
personage that Nick Carter was inthe 
building. 

She had directed him to follow the dis- 
guised portrait canvasser, and this the 
fellow was setting out to do. 

It would have been no trick at all for 
her to have found out that Nick in per- 
son had visited the vice-president’s office 
earlier in the evening. 

If she had any motive for ascertaining 
his mission, his second appearance in dis- 
guise might have reasonably aroused her 
suspicions. 


. The note alone could tell all this. 

Nick, of course, inade no such foolish 
move as scaring off the game by possess- 
ing himself of the fragments of the torn 
note, at present. 

Still, he wished to possess them ; it was 
necessary that lhe should possess them. 

Nick resolved to get these, and with- 
out in the least apprising or arousing the 
suspicious of the man now most cettainly 
upon his trail. 

Nick turned a corner—the fellow, keep- 
ing directly opposite, steadily followed on 
this course, the width of the street apart. 

Nick made outa patrolman, twirling 
his club at the next corner. 

He consulted a memoranda book, as if 
for data—in fact, Nick acted the man 
puzzled as to some street or building he 
wished to locate. 

He approached the officer, being sure 
from a veiled glance that the fellow 
across the street was out of all hearing 
distance. 

‘“Treat me like some ordinary person 
making a casual inquiry,’’? said Nick, in 
an undertone. 

The officer stared quizzically. 

“Why! what is there extraordinary 
about you ??’ he insinuated. 

“‘T am Nick Carter. Stop! don’t spoil 
yee = 

The patrolman got ready to make pro- 
found obeisance. 

‘‘We are being watched,’’ 
Nick, rapidly. 

“Who's watching ??’ 

“Steady, again. Simply play the 
obliging official giving information.”’ 

» “Pm on. Go ahead, Mr. Carter!’’” 

“Very well. You know where the rail- 
way offices are——.”’ 

“In the next street? Sure!’ - 

“In front, twenty feet west from the 
main doorway——”’ 

“Twenty feet.’? 

‘¢Vou will find the fragments of a white 
note littering the walk and the curb. pay 

“SAL right. no” 

“Pick them up—all of them—the 
merest speck. ‘Do it neatly, now—don’t 
attract attention.’’ 

“And when I do.’’, 

‘Put them inan envelope and send 
them by a speedy and trusted scjatee es 
to my home.” ’ 


went on 
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Nick mentioned the street and number 
to make sure of no mistakes. 

‘*To-morrow you will receive a return 
envelope, containing a slight acknowledg- 
ment of your services.’? 

“JT don’t want that——’’ 

Nick pointed to a street sign now, and 
the patrolman helped him out by swing- 
ing his arm asif directing him some- 
where. 

Nick passed on—so did his/shadow: 
across the street. 

After proceeding several squares, the 
trailer grew bolder. 

Nick had not made the slightest move- 
ment to indicate watchfulness, although 
aware of every step that his trailer had 
taken. 

The fellow was closing in upon him; 
Nick fancied he knew why. 

If he suspected the detective’s iden- 
tity, he must be interested in what was. 


going on in the way of an investigation 


of that counterfeit railroad ticket busi-. . 


' ness. 


The letter Nick had slipped into his 
pocket to help out his play of preoccu- 
pancy and cover his halt near the note 
fragments, had been misconstrued by his 
shadow. 

. Doubtless, Nick reasoned, the fellow 
supposed it to be some missive, some in- 
structions Nick had received in the offices 
he had just left. 

He was after the letter. 

Nick glanced down at his pocket. This 
bulged slightly—for a certain reason—but 
it was a moderately large and deep poek- 
et, and the Jetter had slipped down into 
it ‘and out of all view. 

As they passed. an extensive jewelry 
store, Nick was enabled to view the en- 
tire movements of his shadow. 

A line of reflecting mirrors bordered 
the store windows, and Nick kept an eye 
on these. 

His trailer had quickened his pace. 
His advance was noiseless and rapid. 

Nick saw his hand go out. 

Sensitive-nerved, he could feel the 
slight vibratory touch, as the nimble 
fingers grazed the top - Bohs bulging 
pocket. 

In—the hand groped. 

Snap! the hand jerked. 

But it was caught—the professor’s ani- 
mal trap had neatly caged the pickpocket. 


i - 


[ 
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He uttered a slight cry—more of con- 
sternation than pain, 

Nick turned sharply. 

“Oh, beg pardon—beg pardon !’’ stam- 
mered his would-be despoiler, 

““What’s this?’? demanded Nick. 

The man was trying to pull out his 
hand. 


But he had to pull the: little box trap 


with it to release the holding wire loops. 

This Nick endeavored to prevent. 

In turning, Nick naturally- twisted the 
coat, putting a double stop on all the 
man’s efforts to get free. 

The fellow wrenched, but it was of no 
avail: 

“T slipped, and my hand went into 
your pocket,’’ he explained, bare-facedly. 

“*Keep, it there till I look into things!”’ 
said Nick. 

“But, sir, release me—it was a simple 
accident.” 

‘“Not so simple!’ 

, “Bh? 

“*VYou must come with me.”’ 

“J have an SHgsEenent Sy pressing 
engageiient, sir.’’ 

Nick slipped his fingers down over the 
man’s wrist. 

‘*Make no scene,’ he advised. 

“But——’? 

“‘Just walk along with me.”’ 

“'T object !”’ 

“Shall I call an officer?” 

“N—no-”? 

The man flushed, paled—looked hum- 
bled, then savage. 

Nick walked him along rapidly. 

The detective had placed the trap in 
the pocket of the coat he wore when he 
had last left home. 

‘He intended to call at the adie: writ- 
ten on its base. 

This Nick had done, to find the man, 
whom the dead Hume had visited, out of 
the city. 


The presence of the trap in his pocket © 


had operated fortuitously in the detec- 
tive’s behalf. 

Nick took 
home with him. 

As he opened tlie street “door and 
pushed him in, the captive again de- 
murred. 

“Where are you taking me?” he de- 
manded 


the trapped pickpocket 


“Isn't this better than the police sta- 
tion?” 

‘*Do you live here ?’’ 

pet & do. ?) 

‘‘Then—it’s worse!’’ desperately an- 
swered the prisoner. 

*‘Ah!?? nodded Nick, comprehendingly, 
. He was leading the man towards the 
door of his private room, down the hall- 


“way, when the latter made his last reck- 


less defiance. 

He twisted behind Nick. His i impris- 
oned hand he could uot use, but his free 
arm) he flung around Nick’s neck. 

Ina garroted gtasp, he pressed the de- 
tective’s neck back, using one poised 
knee for a fulcrum. 

It was a peculiar maneuver; the man 
had brought it into play like an adept of 
the strangler’s art. 

Clutching Nick’s throat, his intention 
was to choke him into helplessness _ and 
then gouge out his eyes. 

“You're wasting time, my friend,’ 
observed Nick, cally. 
Still, for the moment Nick was in dan- 
ger; this he realized. seer 
The detective jerked his elbow against 
the wall and struck an electric button. 
_ It was one of many placed convenient- 
ly and for use about the detective’s quar- 
ters. s 
Nick removed his hand from the | 
trapped wrist and swung it around. 4 

Just then, in response to his deft elbow 
tap, a door burst open. 

Into view Chick flung himself, dashed 
forward and vigorously sent out his 
clenched hand. 

The. pickpocket-garroter uttered a: 
groan as Chick’s fist thudded squarely on 
his temple. 

He dropped limply towards the floor, 
his arm dangling from Nick’s pocket, 
which still held him captive. 


oo 


CHAPTER VIII. — 
A “* FIRST PROOF,’’ 


Nick ‘‘detached’’ his wilted captive. 

‘Carry him in,’’ he ordered. 

Patsy had appeared; together they lift- 
ed and bore the victim of Chick’s blow 
into an adjacent apartment. 

They placed the fellow upon a couch: 

Over its side, still held in she profes- 
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useful 


sor’s ‘ingenious and 
dangled the left hand. 


bird trap, 


Nick was about to release the man’s 


hand when a summons from tie street 
bell sounded, and Nick passed into the 
adjoining apartment, leaving it to Chick 
to free the trapped fingers. 2 

His mian-servant almost immediately 
joined him there. 

Nick instantly understood who the 
caller was when the servant handed lim 
an envelope. 

‘*No address, no word—a boy,”’ 
explained. 

‘All right,’? nodded Nick, and care- 
fully slit the end of the unaddressed en- 
velope. 


Was 


Nick pouted out its contents upon a 


table. 

The patrolman seemed to have done 
his task well in gathering up the frag- 
ments of the torn type-written note. 

Even particles trodden on and torn, 
and those covered with the mud of the 
street he had included in the collection. 

Chick entered the room rather hurried- 
ly, but checked himself with a stare. 

‘Why, what is that?’ he inquired, ob- 
serving the letter on which Nick -was al- 
ready at work. 

“The chief’? explained, and Chick 
stood silent, interestingly watching him.- 

Nick seemed to be making a map of 
some ragged island, but he did it quick- 
ly, deftly. 

He discovered that a_ few pieces - were 
mmissing ; doubtless they had been blown 
away or had been carried from their orig- 


inal resting places on the soles of passing 


pedestrians. 
‘‘How is it?” at last inquired Chick. 
‘*Pretty fair patchwork,’’ replied: Nick. 
His tone was a satisfied one, and Chick 
asked permission to read. 
“Certainly,’’ acceded Nick. 
The note, with a few words necessary 
to be supplied, read: 


“Prescott: Nick Carter was here this 
morning, I beleive he is here now, dis- 
guised as a portrait canvasser. Follow. 

_ ‘FLORIBEL.’’ 


‘‘Prescott, the man—Floribel, the 
girl,’’ observed Nick; ‘‘very good p 

Nick swept the note fragments into a 
drawer, locked it and then arose. 


he nan first,” he continued. 


galley, or in a chase. 


“It was about him,’ at Chick, 
with a vivid:start, as of important recol: 
lection—‘‘it was about him that I broke 
in on you.”’ 

‘Just now ?”? ; 

‘*And I forgot—for the moment. Come 
and see him.’’ 

Chick was quite imperative. 

‘*Recovered ?”” 

“He hadn’t when I left him, but— 
there’s something queer!" 

““Oueer ?”? 

‘One hand—the hand in the trap——"’ 

“Ves ??? ei 

‘See for yourself—there it is.’ 

“Yes, here it is!’ added Patsy at the 
side of the couch where the pickpocket 
lay. 

Patsy was holding his dangling hand. 
They had removed it from the trap. 

Its palm bore black uniform marks. 
Nick now examined the hand. 

“We inake it out,’’ explained Patsy, 
“that he must have recently had his hand 
set with a good deal of. pressure over wet 
or fresh printing."’ 

“‘No, not over a printed sheet or card,’”~ 
said Nick; ‘‘for in that case the impres- 
sion on the hand would be reversed, like 
the reflection of printed matter in a mir- 
rors) 

“Then the print on this man’s palm,’ >, 
said Chick, ‘‘must have come from the . 
original type.”? : 

“‘Yes, from the original type, surely,” 
declared Nick. 

‘‘Accidentally or intentionally this 
hand has rested on a body of type—on a 
The type were 
inked just enough to print clearly.’’ 

“A “first proof!’”’ suggested Chick. 

“fA first proof, indeed—but of what? 
Why!’ observed Nick, in a stimulating 
tone, “this is rather convineing!” 

Nick had recoutse again to his magni- 
fying glass. 

If the detective had before doubted the 
pickpocket’s connection with the coun- 
terfeit ticket enterprise, he did so no 


~ 


longer. ca 
What was marked on the man’s hand 
was the impress of part of a railroad 
ticket. 
It was a ticket, too, on the railroad 


that Nick had discovered was as being. swin- - 


dled. 
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“{ fancy we have things on the sure 
turn, ’’? remarked Nick. 

“This man isin the ticket counterfeit 
combination beyond any doubt,’ asserted 
Chick. 


“In fact,’? pursued Nick, ‘“‘he must 


have come direct from the crooked print-. 


ing plant to the vicinity of the railroad 
offices. ”’ 

‘Ror information, or for further ticket 
details, from the girl Floribel.’’ 

Chick was iminensely gratified—they 
were getting on famously, it seemed. 

**S-st!’’ spoke Nick, warningly. 

The captive stirred, sat up, stared 
vaguely, rubbed his contused temple, and 
scowled darkly. \ 

Nick drew up a chair and faced him. 

“Well, how is it by this time, my 
friend ?’’ he observed, urbanely. 

‘How do you suppose !?? 

**T ain asking.’? 

“What hit me—a sledge hammer ?’’ 

‘What is your Fpamaltys Sean asaes reas 
retorted Nick. 

‘Well, go on with your trial.’ 

“Inquest, my friend,’’ suggested Nick. 

The prisoner started. 

“What do you mean by that?’ he in- 
quired. 

**Can you not imagine— Prescott ?”’ 


Again the prisoner started—broken up — 


severely this time. 

“‘T can’t,’’? he growled, slowly. 

salt brought you here to get a little in- 
formation.’ 

SCAT! p 

‘*About a murderous orang-outang. bk 

The fellow tried to hold his. face steady 
—this sudden shot unnerved him. — 

“Then, about some queer railroad tick- 
ets—incidentally, further, concerning 
your Floribel.”’ 

Despite the sickly yellow of apprehen- 
sion creeping into the culprit’s. face, he 
essayed careless contempt. ; 

‘This is all Greek to me!’’ he declared. 
- *’That, at least, is English!’’ 

**What is?” 

Nick indicated the hand bearing the 
type impression. 

“Hah !? sharply ejaculated Prescott. 

His very urgency in impulsively hiding 
the hand betrayed what his actions had 
not already told. 

_ “Where is the printing office?’ pur- 
sued Nick. 


Prescott set his face grim and hard. 

His eyes evinced extreme dread, how- 
ever—and he seemed pondering over 
Nick’s rapid and pertinent observations 
with unmistakable anxiety and dag 
ment. 

Nick took out his watch. 

“Take five minutes,’’ he announced. 

What for ?”’ 

“To reflect.” 

““Ror what end ?”? 

‘SA -rope’s end.” | 

‘“Greek again !’’ 

‘*Soinebody has earned it.”’ 

ins How ?? ? 

‘In the orang-outang skin —this, 
you observe?” 

Nick had swung open abruptly and 


“dramatically the door of a cabinet. 


There hung the identical ‘‘disguise?’ 
that had been abandoned in the well at 
Latoka. 

Prescott fairly shriveled—a fit of trem- 
bling overcame him. 

Nick beckoned to Patsy, and left Chick 
to attend to the disturbed prisoner. 

The detective indited a brief note. 
directed it to his little lady assistant. 

. “Give that to Ida,’’ Nick directed 
Patsy, ‘‘and be as speedy as you can, 
though.’ 

Patsy departed om his errand. 

The note instructed Ida to interest her- 
self in the auditor’s stenographer. 

This girl, Floribel, liad given evidence 
that she was an active figure in the coun- 
terfeit ticket scheme. 

Nick had no doubt whatever that this 
enterprising young lady was furnishing 
inside information of the railroad office 
to the outsiders represented *by his present 
prisoner, Prescott. 

When Nick. came back to the inner 
apartment he found the. situation un- 
changed, . 

Chick was keeping an eagle eye on the 
captive, and the latter, with a whole- 
some recollection of Chick’s stout fist, 
seemed to have dropped all ideas of re- 
sistance and flight. | i 

‘Well,’? demanded Nick, briskly, 
“have you reflected upon yotr position ?”” 

“‘T have,’’ responded Prescott, with a 
prompt willingness Nick had not antici- 
pated. 

“Vou know what we want??? 

“You want too much—more than I 


He 


\ 
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know. 
ing.”’ 

“Birst, I would like to know about 
those railroad tickets.’ 

“You seen) to have the dead wood on 
that!” 

‘Believe me, I have.”’ 

‘‘You woild like to find the printing 
office?” 

“J am bound to find the printing 
office!’ 

‘Suppose I sleege you, what conces- 
sion will you make me?’’ 

““What do you expect?”’ 

‘““A show to shake the dust of New 
York off my sandals.’’ 

**Alone?”? 

““No—I havea lady friend anutually 
interested.”’ 

“Ploribel ?”? 


“73 not saying. Come, Mr. Nick 
Carter, pass your word,”’ 
‘No!’ negatived Nick, promptly. 


“Do your duty, aud we will consider the 
question of concession later on. 

Prescott looked disappointed. 

““That’s the best you’ll do?”’ 

‘““The very best.” 

“(I suppose it will have to do!’’ mut- 
tered Prescott. ‘‘Come on.’ 

‘“VYou will show up the plant?’’ 

“Self-preservation is the first ia of 
nature, and I’ve got to!”’ 


—— 


CHAPTER IX. 
A STARTLING PERFORMANCE. 


Nick was watchful—Chick suspicious; 
both felt that they were handling a slip- 
pery customer. 

Nick prefaced the jaunt on which’ Pres- 
cott was to act the pilot with a few pithy 
and pertinent remarks. 

He gave the prisoner to understand 
that a break would be dangerous—that 
treachery would materially diminish his 
‘toood behavior chances.’ 

“Oh, I know when I’m in the Sy 
declared Prescott. 

“Vou are in it,’? declared Nick. 

“Deep, too; and I won’t refuse the 
hand of Nick Carter to help me out.’’ 

“That will depend solely on yourself.”’ 

“You wat me to turn up what you are 
after?’ 

“J want you to point out the source of 
those counterfeit railroad tickets.’’ 


But go on with your question- 


“It shall be done ”’ 

With one on each side of him, Prescott 
proceeded on his way. The plant was 
over on the east side; he thus enlight- 
ened his coinpanions at the start. 

He led the detectives into a settlement 


"made up principally of junk shops and 


rag warehouses, 

‘““Now we’re pretty near the scene,’’ 
declared Prescott, halting where a court 
eut in from the street. 

‘Go straight ahead, then,’’ encouraged 
Nick. 

“J’m thinking,’? demurred Prescott, 
“of my own precious skin!’ 

“Explain that.” 

“If Tam seen by those Ido not wish 
to see———”’ 

“How many ??? 

“Oh! say four.” 

“We will handle the four.” 

**J’]] allow you can do it, Mr. Carter, 
but theyll fill me swith lead as an intro- 
ductory overture.’ : 

“What then do you “propane?” 

“To show you the plant——’ s 

“At a distance?” 

“At a safe ditsance!’’. 

**And then?” 

“Why, you send me somewhere for 
temporary keeping till you think its safe 
to let ine go.’’ 

Prescott’s coo] assurance was monu- 
mental, but Nick did not comment upon 
this. 

‘‘Very well,’’ he agréed, ‘give us a 
brid’s-eye view of the layout, then.’’ 

Nick insisted on holding the pilot’s 
wrist as, he led the way down the wretch- 
ed court. 

Then Prescott pointed to an unoceus 
pied four-story brick structure, well gone 
to ruin. 

‘‘We'll go in there,’’ he asinounced, 

‘‘Necessary ?”” 

“It’s my way of doing it.” 

Up rickety staircases they tramped toa 
third story. ; 

Prescott approached one of the win- 
dows, crahed his neck, turned away and 
shook his head. 

‘“‘Can’t get a squint,’? he declared. 
“Where is the place ?’’ 

‘*Generally speaking, in among those 
buildings.” 

“Lining the court??? > 

“Facing the court, yes.”’ 


- 
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“Well, point it out.”’ 

“Don’t you want the exact rooms ?”’ 

“Certainly. es 

‘“Then give me a chance to show them 
to you. % 

“Set about it,” 
sharply. 

‘All right—the roof next.” 


“Tet it be the roof. But end ae need~ * 


less circuimlocution there.”’ 

‘Tt isn’t needless. I want to be safe 
from sight and reach of the gang Dm 
giving away.’ 

They got to the roof, 

“Ah! this will do,’’ observed Pres- 
cott, approaching the side of the roof. 

Here a row of loose bricks stood on the 
coping stone. 


Prescott leaned over ‘and glanced down 


and across the court. 

Kneeling on the roof, with one hand 
resting on the row of loose bricks, he 
pointed with the other. 

“Do you see the secotid building ?’’ he 
inquired, 

“*T see it,’’ answered Nick, briefly. 

“Run your eye down.”’’ 

“T am doing so.’’ 

‘“Rourth story, third window from the 
eastern corner.’’ 

“‘Ves—is that the room where your 
friends are ?”? 

“The printing establishment, yes.’? 

‘*Mark it, Chick,’’ directed Nick. 

“T have done it.’ 

**So shall I!’ 

Prescott’s voice rang out with sharp 
suddenness. 

Simultaneously he describd’ a wonder- 
fully rapid movement. 

Bounding to his feet, his hand shot 
back, holding one of the loose bricks. 

Aiming as at a prize target, he let the 
missile drive. 

It cut the air whizzingly—straight as a 
die it crossed the court. 

The brick struck the window at which 
Prescott had been pointing with his other 
hand. 

The lower sash about three feet square, 
comprising four panes, was struck in the 
centre and shattered in a flash. 

A piercing yell—a series of them—evi- 
denced Prescott’s plan and purpose and 
disturbed the sleepy echoes of the court. 

Instantly one face, two faces, dimly 


re 


advised Nick, a trifle. 


flitted by the aperture the brick had 


‘nade. © 


Down came a shade; it flapped in the 
breeze, but it obscured what was going 
on bey ond. Prescott sneered in Nick Car- 
ter’s face. 

*‘T told you I’d show you!’ he a 
derisively. 

“T will show you—now!’’ observed 
the detective, grimly. ‘‘Chick—below!"’ 

There was no doubt whatever in the 
minds of either of the two detectives that 
Prescott had indicated the headquarters 
of his crowd. 

That missile and Prescott’s yell, the. 
detectives were further convinced, com- 
prised an understood warning. 

The wily fellow had got his captors in- 
to a position where prompt action would 
be deterred. 

Still, Chick was making for the street 
ina flash. As Perscott stooped to secure 


a second brick, Nick whipped out a pair 


of steel handcuffs. 

“This is likely to cost you something, ’’ 
observed Nick, as he forced his captive 
before hint. 

“Did you think I was selling out my 
bread and butter ?’’ jeered Prescott. : 

“The State will provide that—free— 
for a spell.’ 

**Prove a point against me |’? defied 
Prescott, audaciously. 

Proofs direct were of course Taekitig. 

That did not daunt the detective, and 
as he gained the street he comprehended 
that his energetic assistant had lost no 
tine, 

The latter was disappearing vieoubty: a 
doorway in the building with the shat- 
tered window. — 

A police officer he had managed to 
summon was following him rapidly. 

Down the court a man was speeding, 
as if to summon other police aid. 

‘*Better get into movement yourself, 
Mr. Carter??? railed the captive. 

‘A bird in the hand, my friend !’’ ob- 
served Nick, composedly. 

Sh? only the carrier dove.’” 

SstAh! > 

“The eagles won't wait to be trapped. ss 

‘We shall see.’’ 

Nick hurried the man to the main 
thoroughfare; in two minutes he had him. 
inside a cab, rattling its way toward the 
nearest police station. When he returned 


‘ 
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to the scene of active Pte two 
policemen at the court door of the struc- 
ture Prescott had so sensationally indi- 
cated. 

They were only Scaty aware that a 
raid, arobbery, a murder, were ‘‘in the 
air.” 

‘(We're watching here,’’ observed one 
of them, as Nick made himself known. 

‘©What for??? 

‘‘We haven’t been told yet—our a 
ners have gone up.”’ 

Nick dashed up the stairs, three at a 
time. 

‘He entered the room with the shattered 
window; its door was swinging by one 
linge. 

Two policemen were standing in the 
middle of the room, stupidly waiting for 
something to turn up. 

It held a small printing press, a num- 
bering machine, and several minor print- 
ing office devices. 

Upon an imposing stone were a lot of 
iron chases. 

They had apparently recently held an 
orderly array of type, but this was all 
mixed, broken, and lay ina heap upon 
the imposing stone. 

“What have you found?’’ inquired 
Nick, quickly. 

One of the police swept a hand about 
him. 

‘“This,’’ he said, simply. 


* 


“But, my frend—the person with 
whom you came up here??’ 
“He broke down the door, got in, 


called to me; I followed, but you see 
he’s gone?” 

“*Gone—where?’’ inquired Nick, gaz- 
ing into the second room of. the suite,’ 

‘*You tell!’ 

It was a problem. Chick was sche 
about. - The windows of the second room 
were locked down and the shades drawn. 

_ But passing atound a paper cutter Nick 
nearly stepped into an open aperture. 

It was.a trap three feet square. It led 
down by meaus of arope into a vacant 
toon}. - 

Nick slid down the cable, feeling sure 
that Chick had preceded him by the same 
route. 

Below was an open door, then a corri- 
dor and an enclosed staircase, and ina 
few moments Nick reached the ground , 
floor. 


An open stairway led to the cellar; a 
door led to the front. 

Nick opened this latter—as he did so 
he averted his face momentarily. 

A strong gust of noxious air penetrated 
his nostrils and lungs. 

“*Gas!?? soliloquized Nick. 

The apartment was a store, fronting on 
the street, but shaded and apparently in 
disuse. 

It had once been a barber shop, and its 
last tenants’ belongings had probably 
been retained for unpaid rent. 

In a_ barber’s chair, with his head 
strapped to the back rest was a human 
being. 

From a gas jet in the ceiling ran a rub- 
ber tube, and the end of this rested in 
the mouth of the occupant of the chair. 

It was Chick—ghastly close to his last 
gasp! 


CHAPTER X. 
‘THE MIDNIGHT VISITOR. 


The detective had his imperiled assist- 
ant out of the chair in an instant, 

Nick dragged Chick from the gas-im- 
pregnated room, and in a few minutes 
brought him to consciousness. 

oe dropped almost upon them,’’ nar- 
rated Chick. 

“‘How many ??? 

‘Rour. ”? 

““They were too many for you?”’ 

“T got a rap. froin three revolver han- 
dles at the same time. ‘They laid mie out 
—then fastened me in the chair.” 

“And then they skipped,’’ commented 
Nick. 

’ There was only one logical line to fol- 
Jow—thiee cellar stairs.’ 

At the rear a door was open. 
was a yard space, an alley. 

The birds. had flown—the eagles had 
taken the wing, indeed! 
Nick found no. encouragement in a 

blind pursuit. 

They went over the printing establish- 
ment. Brief as had been the warning con- 
veyed, the counterfeiters had not left a 
single incriminating hint behind them. 

They had smashed and shattered every 
plate, and inextricably mixed all the type 
that' established the fact of the kind of 
work they had been engaged in. 


Beyond 


- 
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In a grate a heap of crisp cinders told 
ofa hasty fire. 

“There is nothing here to linger for,” 
observed Nick, regretfully. 

They went over the back course again. 
At the end of the cellar way Nick.no- 
ticed in one corner a door off its hinges, 
propped up against the foundation wall. 

The natural spirit of investigation 
moved him to draw this door aside. 

A hoie in the foundation wall was re- 
vealed. It let into the abutting building. 

They found this untenanted and un- 
furnished. 

Nick ascended the -stairs, kicking off 
from his boots the moist clay of the un- 
cemented cellar. 

Chick, ascending after his colleague, 
found Nick inspecting the floor rather 


sharply. 
Upon it and across it was a clayey 
track. It was dry, powdery, but clearly 


outlining the shape of human feet. 

It led to the inside wall of a room— 
stopped at a door not two feet square set 
into the partition. 

‘*Here is something!’’ declared Chick, 
following wp Nick’s discovery. 

‘“*Apparently.’’ 

» “Open that door.’’ 

‘Locked. "4 

Nick took a wire from his exigency 
case, and inspected the lock. 

‘Old, but intricate,’’ he reported. 
‘(We shall have to force it.’’ 

‘What of that?’ 

‘*Let us see, first.’’ 

Nick reached clear through the key- 
hole with the wire; he pushed and prod- 
ded. 

“Something i in there ?’’ inquired Chick. 

“ Assuredly.”” 

‘CA sort of a cupboard.’’ 

Ves. ” 

Chick made no suggestions. He ob- 
served that his companion was. reflecting, 
and he was assured that Nick Carter 
would soon see the light. 

Nick went around to the opposite side 
of the wall in another apartinent. 

It backed on the jog of a dark, narrow 
passage way. 

Nick took out a knife. He sounded the 
wall with its handle, then he attacked 
the wall with its blade. 

- Chick traced his chief's intentions, ‘and 
was silently watchful. 


When he had cut through a coat of 
thin plaster and a layer of lath, Nick 
struck a square board—the back of the 
shallow wall pocket. 


“A screw at each corner,’? he an- 
nounced. 
Nick. sent his assistant away for a 


. screwdriver and a candle. 


Within ten minutes he had the board 
lifted from place. Nick reached into the 
cranny. ; 

He brought out a square package about 
the size of a lady’s shopping reticule. 

This was enclosed in manilla paper, 
and tied round and round. Nick care- 
fully undid it; he surmised the contents 
before they were revealed. 

“Railroad tickets!’’ observed Chick. - 

Nick looked the lot over.. Divided into 
packages, there were neatly a thousand 
of the counterfeit tickets. 

They were fresh and new, all ready for 
use, even to the numbering, except the 
stamp of the issuing date. 

Nick restored the package to. its orig- 
inal appearance. 

He replaced it, and screwed into place 
the board back of the aperture. 

The mortar and lath litter was cleaned 
up and removed to a mud hole in the, 
cellar, 

In the room where the wall cubby hole 
fronted there stood but one article. 

This was the drum of a galvanized i iron 
furnace. 

It had never been used ‘apparently, but 
Nick decided to place it to some use now, 

He inspected it, then moved it about 
so that the opening was towards the wall. 

“What next?’ interrogated Chick. 

Nick pointed to the little cupboard in 
the partition. 

“Is not that suggestive ?”” he 
mated. 

“Vou think some one may come after 
those tickets ??’. 

“So surely, Chick, that this room 
must be kept under surveillance till we 
catch the caller.”’ 

“The tickets nay have belonged to 
Prescott?’ 

Here Nick astonished Chick — with 
apiece of succinct information. 

ee hey do belong to Prescott, in fact,? 

_* Why! you know that?” 

wali name is acetals on the ight 2 
per.’ 


inti- 


= 


‘‘He can’t come whey: them? 

“‘No—but he can send. In trouble, he 
will be sure to worry over them. First, 
he may desire to use them through others, 
to get money to ease along his situation; 
next, they comprise incriminating evi- 
dence.’ 

“¢ All we have, in fact,’ 

“Documentary—and with his name on 
the package, the proof would be convine- 
ing.” 

“(Then we remain ?”’ 

“J shall remain for a_spell,’’ said 
Nick; ‘‘you may doa few little errands 
for me."” 

Nick apprised Chick of the details of 
these, and directed him to replace the 
cellar door with exactitude, going and 
coining. 

At the end of three hours Chick came 
back with what his superior had sent 
him for. 

He brought certain mecessary acces- 
sories for a comfortable night’s vigil, 
some disguise adjuncts, and—informa- 
tion. 

This latter greeted Nick in the form of 
something of a surprise. 

‘Ida sends word,’’ said Chick, 

‘*Ah! so soon??? 

‘*Ves. Patsy did not reach her until 
three o’clock.”’ 

“And then?”’ 

‘She took up the matter of the stenog- 
rapher, Floribel, but did not find her.” 

_ “How was tliat? ree) 

“The young lady received a iia: by 
messenger at 2:30 o’clock, left her desk 
abruptly, and did not return.”? 

“Where does she live? Did Ida find 
that out???’ 

‘‘Kound it out, to get there ten min- 
utes after the girl had left with her 
trunks.”’ 

SA! murmured Nick—‘‘ warned?” 

“Vou mean by Prescott?” 

‘‘Possibly—or by the people here. 
Never mind,’’ continued Nick Carter, 
enigmatically, ‘‘perhaps that helps us!’’ 


. . . 


At midnight that which the shrewd de- 
tective had anticipated came about. 


Some one arrived in the old building—_ 


by the cellar route. 
The two detectives heard the door at 
the foundation wall lifted back. 


’ 
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Light footsteps ascended the stairs; 
Nick and Chick pressed close within the 
capacious furnace drum. 

At the doorway of the room a cautious 
figure paused. 

A listening attitude} a quick breath of 
relief, and then a match was struck. 

rr woman!’ whispered Chick. 

The trespasser wore a light veil; the 
face could not be distinctly seen. 

But Nick at once identified the trim, 
graceful form. 

‘*Floribel,’? he breathed to his com- 
panion. f 

‘*Then Prescott sent her word?” 

‘*As we shall see.’’ 

The match went out, but not before 
the intruder had produced a key. 

They could hear her turn it in the lock 
of the little cubby hole. 

Its door caine open, she took out the 
package; then she flitted away. 

‘Leave her to me,’’ directed Nick to 
his com panion. 

“You will meet me at home head 
quarters?’ 

“Tn an hour.” 

Nick was rubber-shod at heel and toe, 
purposely for exigencies. 

He followed the girl from the building 
to the street, and down the street. 

At any moment he could. have over- 
taken and detained her; but it was not 
the detective’s present purpose. 

Nick wished to see where she was go- 
ing with the package of counterfeit tick- 
ets—whom she would ‘meet—where her 
new place of hiding inight be. 

She was leading him a puzzling and 
unusual course, for it turned at last into 
a street devoted to manufacturing, 

She paused in front of one of the 
places, running in full blast. | \ 

It was at the open door of the boiler 
room of the establishinent. 

Floribel peered in, then stepped in— 
just over the threshold. 

Nick skirted the spot on a guarded de- 
tour, and got in range of the doorway. 

Inside the engineer had just pulled 
open the fire doors of the immense boiler. 

He passed to one side to scoop up a 
new supply of fuel. 

The girl, Floribel, had watched for 
just this opportunity, it seemed. | 

To Nick’s extreme disappointment, 
she gave the package she bore a fling. It 


fe 
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went in anoug the blazing’ coals; ina 
mothent it was ashes. 

The girl turned now before the fireman 
saw hier. 

Heretofore, her gait had been: 
and hasty. 

At present it, was more igicurely and 
steady. 


nervous 


From her pocket she drew a letter as 


she passed along. 


She wetted the flap, sealed it, 4nd car- — 


ried it in her hand. 

Nick saw her looking for a letter box 
as she,passed out of the manufacturing 
street. 

Floribel’s purpose was. clear. 
awaited the mailing of ‘this letter until a 
certain thing had been accomplished. 

That act was undoubtedly the dispos- 
ing of thé incriminating counterfeits. 

It was time to make a definite move; 
Nick glided forward. 

Deftl y he swept the letter into his own 
possession; then lie seized the girl’s arm. 

She shrank, aud began a scream of 
alarm. 

Something in Nick’s face checked the 


utterance; she stared with gleaming 
eves. 

“T think you understand ?’’ said Nick, 
calinly. 


“JT think—I—do!”’ she faltered. 

They- were under a lamp post—her face 
was quite clearly revealed now. 

““Vou are sone one I know, it appears 
to ine,’’ observed Nick. 

The girl did not reply. _ 

1 will correct that,” added Nick; 

“you remind me. of some one: whom I 
have known, rather.”’ 

SSin!? began the girl, drawing herself 
up, ‘‘you are laboring under an’ error 

” 

‘And you, young lady,’’ responded 
Nick Carter, incisively, ‘you are under 
arrest. ”? 


? 


CHAPTER XI. 
NICK CARTER JUMPS A TRAIN. 

Tireless Nick Carter sat at his desk; 
it was 2 o’clock in the morning, 

He was folding tip a letter—the one 
which he had prevented Floribel from 
mailing. 

Chick sat opposite to him, and he now 
inquired: 


She had 


“The clew ?’? 

“The clew direct,” answered Nick. 

“At Tast!?” 

“If nothing leaks out between now and 
to-morrow, we shall have our men.’’ 

“The ones who tried to asphyxiate 
me?’? 

‘*No—those seem to be mere Sabore 
nates,’ 

“Ts that true?” 

‘Judging from this letter. Itis written 
by Floribel, and addressed to aman at 
Hampden.”’ 

**Naime??? 

“*He is posing as a granger—as Sites 
Steele. ”’ 

“Only posing ??’ 

“Ves, for the girl gives his real name 
inside the letter.” 

“Which is?” 

“Nate Durbin.” 

“One of the bank wreckers.’’ 

“‘One of them, assuredly. The letter 
describes the break up and Prescott’s 
plight. It tells Durbin that he must come — 
to New York at once, and send for Bax- 
ter to come also to get Prescott out of his 
scrape.” } 

‘‘Baxter! that is the second of the 
bank wreckers recently liberated ?”” 

“That-istrue, Between them the coun- 
terfeit tickets are worked off, and the ac- 
countability of the Hume murder rests. iss 

‘Then you propose??? 

““To send the letter by the first mail in 
the morning.”’ 

**And follow it?” : 

‘No, Chick—go right with it,’’ 

“Alone?” 

“T shall need you. Now, then, you. 
spoke of a report from Patsy ? ? 

“Ves. He tan down the orang-outang 
sold to Hume.’ 

‘““That is good news.”’ 
“Tt was botight from an honest show- 
man in New Jersey. Z * 

“*What does he say ?”’ 

**He sold it to Baxter.”’ 

“Did he know Baxter, then?’’. 

“No, but he describes him, and the 
description is accurate. The red birth- - 


' mark on the left temple settled the iden- 


tity.’’ 

Nick was consulting a railroad time 
guide. 
 '*We leave at 7:15;’? he said, ‘by the 
first train. I will reseal the letter—ainail 


¥ 


‘and started for the station, 


f ; 
it at once, and it wi en up in time 
to make the journey down to Hampden 
with us.”’ 

' “*Silas Steele’? was the fictitious name 
given on the envelope. 

The fictitious Silas Stéele, the real 
Durbin, appeared at the post office in 
Hampden to claim it at ro o’clock the 
next morning. 

He was the typical granger, as a seu- 
tence in the letter had hinted, and Nick 
aid Chick were on hand waiting for the 
inan to call for-his mail. 

Meantime, Nick had 
tious inquiries. 

Durbin came -to the town, a railroad 
junction, about twice a week, 

On such occasions he met a friend— 
‘fa man with a red scar on one side of his 
face.’’ . 

On other days he was busy traveling 
up and down the line. 

He claimed to be selling patent rights, 
although no one in Hampden had been 
given a chance to know what these were. 

Nick watched Durbin closely as he 
opened the letter. 

The feigned stupidity of a country 
buinpkin gave place to acute alarm. 

Durbin read and reread the letter; 
seemed seriously discom posed. 

He repaired to the hotel, paid his bill, 
carrying a 


made some cau- 


he 


satchel in his hand, 

Nick suggested to Chick that it would 
be wise to separate, so as not to excite at- 
tention. 

"Your especial duty will be to round 


up this man when the proper moment 


attives,’’ instructed Nick. 

“Why not now??? 

“‘Oh, not till he gives us an idea ‘as to 
where he expects to meet Baxter.’ 

‘“You more particularly wish to run 
down Baxter??’ 

“Why not?) Heis the one who pur- 
chased the orang-outang ?”’ 

“That we know—and probably he was 
the head mover in the entire scheme, or 
set of schemes.’ 

Nick kept: close to Durbin ; ; soon he 
was rewarded, 

Durbin made some inquiries of the sta- 
tion: agent, 

“Is the eleven-thirty on time?’ ne 
asked. 

‘Vas, Sif’? 
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Then it will arrive here——”’ 

“In New York at eleven-three.”” 

“Tt does not. stop here!’ exclaimed 
Durbin in surprise. ; 

No. oe) 

“T didu’t-know that. Why! I havea 
friend aboard who was to stop here.’’ 

“He will have to go on to Como, and 
make connections back.’’ 

“*Can’t you flag the Setar P2 

“Oh, nol” 

artis went out on the platform, look- 
ing annoyed and disappointed. 

He never set down lis satchel, al- 
though one handle was broken and the 
other loose. 

Nick noted this fact, and planned ac-- 
cordingly. He put himself in the way of 
the bank wrecker. 

Finally, the latter was impelled to talk 
about his troubles. — 

He grumbled at the discourtesy of the 
agent—at the way the road “‘ran things!”? 

At last the 11:30 whistled_ jn the dis- 
tance. 

Nick felt assured that the friend whom 
Durbin was expecting was Baxter. 

Durbin had intimated that he did not 
believe his friend would goon to Como, 
and come back to Hainpden. 

‘*He’ll very likely go into the city, and 
wire me to meet him there,’? he com- 
plained. 

The detective eyed the satchel the man 
carried; he considered. the probabilities, 
and reasoned that if Baxter went on to 
New York, and found things disorgan-_ 
ized, he might elect to disappear. 

The train came in sight around a long 
curve. It slowed up slightly for the sta- 


tion. 


Nick shot a significant glance at Chick, 
in the background. 

He braced his nerves and muscles for 
an effort rather audacious than hazard- 
ous. 

The locomotive 
coach, the second. 

Nick’s hand shot out. - > 

“Fold on!’ 

A dexterous grab, and Nick had torn 


went by—the first 


.the satchel free from the hand of its - 


owner. 
Its handles only were left in the grasp . 
of the latter. 
The detective seized the platforin rail 
as the last ecAch whizzed by. 
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‘In a flash Nick Carter was whirled out 
of ‘reach. 


— 


CHAPTER XII. 
NICK CARTER TAKES CHANCES. 


The train whirled on. 
Nick glanced through the rear window 
of the coach; then he entered. 


The conductor chauced to be close to 


the door. 

He was on thie rear side seat, arranging 
the tickets collected on his run. 

Nick slipped the appropriated handbag 
under the seat, and sat down on its arin. 

" -“Conductor,’? he whispered in the 
startled man’s ear—“‘T ain Nick Carter.” 

“Vou are——”? 

The conductor knew the name—who 
did not? 

“Talk Jow,’? continued Nick. ‘Of 
course you know about the counterfeit 
ticket business???’ 

(Oh, yes!’ 

**Been advised ?”’ 

“Officially, twice. I was just scanning 
the tickets with a bare hope of finding 
out if I'd been buncoed.’’ 

“Let nie have a look.”’ 

The conductor got up, and the detec- 
tive sat down. 

Nick ran over the various tickets. He 
sorted them down to less than a dozen 
that by any circumstance could be 
-“ crooked.’ 

Nick applied the end-splitting test. 

Nick finally held up a ticket. 

«See that?” he inquired. 

‘*‘T see it,’’? nodded the epee 

“Counterfeit. 4 

“Vou don’t say so!”’ 

, (Ves, ” 
‘(7 would never have known it.” 
‘*You know it now. Whio gave it to 


you?”’ ep ieee 

“T took it up at Rochester.’’. 

“Ves, » 

The conductor rubbed his head . 
thoughtfully. 


He ran his eye over the car. 

**T have it!’ he exclaimed. 

“Not so loud.’ 

**Oh, he’s asleep.’ 

‘Who is?’? 

“The original holder of that ticket.’’ 
‘*Point him out to me.’’ 


“That man.’’ The conductor indicated 
aman occupying.a seat by himself. He 
wore a hat pulled down over his eyes and 
face. His back was to the observers, so 
Nick could study him at leisure, He did 
so for a moment. Then he inquired: 

‘You are sure of the man ?”’ 4 

‘Positive. Wait; I'll be back in a min- 
ute.’’ 


The conductor passed up the aisle and 
back again: 

‘*Yes,’? he reported to Nick, ‘‘he is. 
the passenger.”’ 

“You have found that out positively?” 

“T knew. it before.” 

“But now ?”’ 

“‘T.know ft surer. That personal trip 
check of inine-in his hat——”’ 

“‘} understand,” ,, interrupted Nick. 
‘Tend me your cap.’ 

Nick transformed ice into a con- 
ductor, as far as headgear went. 

He proceeded to the front of the car, 
and leisurely strolled down thie aisle. 

As he reached the lounging passenger, 
Nick called out: ; 

“Tickets !?? : 

The man did not look up. Nick seized 
the check in his hat—but not the check 


alone. 


A twirl, as if done carelessly or clits 
ily, and checkaaae hat were both lifted. 

That face came into view; in an in- 
staut Nick recognized it. 

He had only the day previous studied 
his counterfeit presentment in the rogues’ 
gallery at New York police Headquar- 
ters. 

Besides, the tell-tale red birthmark on 
the left temple was perfectly convincing. 

The san had not been sleeping, for he 
sprang up, his eyes not only wakeful, 
but suspicious. 

‘Beg pardon,’’ said Nick—‘‘Mr. Bax- 
ter.) 

‘What! 

The. arookts tend shot to ae a 
pocket. 

Nick anticipated the move; he instant- 
ly struck up the groping fingers. 

Just here the conductor spoiled all; he _ 
had seen the menacing action. ‘i 

He sprang down the aisle, and instead 
of helping he got in Nick’s way. 

With a bound, the alarmed criminal 
cleared the seat back in front of him. 


ae ee 


= eu. ai, 
He was out of the front car Goorina - 


flash, and disappeared. 

“Jumped the train!’’ cried the conduc- 
tor, seizing the bell-cord. 

Nick passed him on a rush for the rear 
door. He reached the platform. 

Baxter was nowhere in sight, but Nick 
was sure that the desperate fellow had 
left the train. 

Nick Carter took chances; the train 

‘ was lessening its speed. 

Nick made a jump into space, and 
landed in some bushes, bruised and 
scratched a trifle only. 

Nick passed. down the tracks. Two 
hundred yards accomplished, a groan 
guided him. ; 

The bank wrecker lay over in the 
brush and high grass. 

He had struck a pile of ties in his 
reckless jump, sustaining a frightful 
shock. 

With one arm broken, he lay helpless 
where he had landed. : 

Nick bent over him; Baxter bestowed 
upon the detective the glance of a baffled, 
beaten man. 

‘“Wanted—I know!’ he groaned. 

“Phe Hume murder??? ‘said Nick, 


briefly. : 
‘*VYes!”? assented Baxter, closing his 

eyes. : 
Nick got him to New York shortly 


after noon, aud into a hospital, but under 
strict police surveillance. 
— Chick brought down Durbin on the 
afternoon express. 

Then there was a clearing up of de- 
tails. 

Baxter fancied himself done for, and 
ratlier gloated oyer the ‘‘reveuge”’ he had 
exectited. as Shia 

He was not dying, and he knew tlie 
next morning that the electric chair 

stared him inthe face, but he was ‘‘dead 
game.’’ He realized that Nick had him 
pinned down, ‘’ and did not go back on 
his story. 

That afternoon Nick apprised Chick 


that it was probable that the counterfeit — 


tickets found in Durbin’s satchel com- 


prised about all the crooked ones extant. 


The four industrial accomplices had 
been run down the evening previous. — 

“J understand that Richard Hume ar- 
‘tived home to-day ?’’ said Chick, 

‘Ves,’ assented the detective. 
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“Did you see hin??? 

“JT saw hint; he was left behind from 
the train out West, at a way station, was 
taken ill, and thus detained.”’ 

“And why did he warn his fatlrer?’’ 

“‘He met a former partner of the Bax- 
ter-Durbin crowd, who told him of the 
intentions of the gang. He came on at 
once. An impulse of alarm caused him 
to send the mysterious telegram to me.’’ 

‘(His father’s death will be avenged.”’ 

**My old professional friend’s memory 
shall have justice dealt out—yes,’’ pro- 
ceeded Nick Carter, solemnly. ‘‘It seeins 
that Hume, that day in New York, ran 
across two men who were conversing in a 


4 


restaurant about the counterfeit tickets, 


and he secretly secured the samples.’’ 

“Intending later to resume a little pri- 
vate work on the case?’? questioned 
Chick. 


“T think so. It was through that mis- 


step that he was shadowed home and 
identified.’? 

“And about the girl, Floribel ?”’ 

She was planted by the conspirators in 
the railway office.”’ 

An old hand, then?” 

“Not exactly, Chick,’ observed Nick, 
gravely—‘‘but she comes of a+ad stock.”’ 

““How 2”? 

‘She is the daughter of that notorious 
Mrs. Lucia Dupuy, whom we sent up for 
the big express robbery last month; so 
we rather satisfactorily closed up a hard- 
fought case, and take a brief rest, 
Chick.2? 

“Till the next case comes along!”? re- 
turned Nick Carter’s clever assistant. 


(THE.END. ] 


The next number of the Nick CARTER 
WEEKLY will contain ‘‘ Nick Carter Off the 
Track, but Has Another String to His 
Bow.” 


/ 


Nick Carter Quarterly. 


‘The earlier issues of Nick Carter Weekly, are now onsale in the 


form of Quarterlies, each including 13 cousecutive issues of thia > 


favorite weekly, together with the 18 original (Muminated flustra- 
tions, aud an elegant cover in colors. The price is 50 Cents per 
volume, for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to any 
address in the United States. 


ick Carter Weekly. 


No. 1, including Nos. 1 to 13 of 
No. 2, . ick Carter Weekly. 


Nos. 14 to 26 of 


No, 3, L° Nos. 27 to 39 of Nick Carter Weekly. 
No. 4, . Nos, 40 to 52-of Nick Carter Weekly. 
No. 5,7 “ Nos. 53 to 65 of Nick Carter Weekly. 


If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
the publishers, 


STREET & SMITH, 238 William St., N. ¥. 
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High Prices Are On Vacation 
THE MEDAL LIBRARY 


Oliver Optic and Others.» 2 ve % Che Right Books at the Right Price. 


‘There is a line of classics for youth—the books your fathers read—the books you want to read—the books the 
boys and girls will read and like as long as the English language endures. They have done more to shape the mind 
of American boys for the last fifty years than any others, We refer to the writings of Oliver Optic, Horatio Alger, 
Edward S. Ellis, Lieut. Lounsberry, james Otis, William Murray Graydon, ete. apes names are familiar wherever 
the American flag. floats. 

Unfortunately, they have heretofore been procurable only in expensive binding at from $1.00 to $1.50 each: 
The average. boy has not got $1.50 to invest. Ten cents is nearer his price. -We have made the ten cent book 
thedeader with the elder readers. Now we are going to do the same thing for the boys, and give them their favorites 
in aform in every respect equal to our well-known Eagle and Magnet Libraries, at the uniform: price of ten cents. 
Thousands of boys have asked us to issue this line. Thousands more are ready to buy i it on sight. There is no line 
like it in the world. We can justly call it the Medal series, as every book will be a prize winner.  [t will contain no 
story that the boys have not approved as a “‘standard,””» They have bought them by thousands at $1.00 and up- 
wards, and now they can get them for TEN CENTS A COPY, 


Bd ess pris bei 


~1—The Boat Club 4 ; . ‘By Oliver Optic — 
2—Cadet Kit Carey 3 : 7 . ; 7 ; X “By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
3—All Aboard. 7 fe 2 ¢ 3 ; ‘ - 2 By Oliver Optic 
4—Lieutenant Carey’ s Luck 3 Z . 4 % P - By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
5—Now or Never A A ‘ < 3 3 By Olive: Optic 
6—Captain Carey of the Gallant Seventh = : ‘ - . BY: Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
7—Chased Through Norway _ : : , 2 ‘ By James Otis 
8—Kit Carey’s Protege . “ : é ; % : ‘ : By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
9—Try Again . ‘ i ‘ ' ¢ 5 By Olive> Optic 
10—Don Kirk, the Boy Cattle King . By Gilbert Patten 
11—From Tent to White House. (Boyhood and Lite of ‘President ; McKinley. ) By Edward S. Ellis 
12—Don Kirk’s Mine : : By Gilbert Patten 
13—Up the Ladder ; 3 .. By Lieut. Murray — 
14—The Young Colonists. A Story 1 Lite and ‘War in Africa. - . By G. A. Henty . 
15—Midshipman Merrill. ; A By Lieut. ‘Lionel Lounsberry 
16—The White King of ee . ; 5 = - ‘ . By William Murray Graydon 
17—Ensign Merrill - ‘ ; ° : F : By Lieut. Lionel] Lounsberry 
18—The Silver Ship 3 3 : 5 « oer as ies . By Lewis Leon 
19—Jack Archer : é ; F . : 5 * 7 , By G. A. Henty 
20—Wheeling for Fortune 3 : : . : . - - . By James Otis 
21—Won at West Point .-° . ‘ A < : SNA aaangpe By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
22—From Lake to Wilderness : F ~ ‘ “ = . 8 William Murray Graydon 
23—The Dragon and the Raven —. ‘ % ; : . 2 é z By G. A. Henty 
24—The Boy from the West . x Ps % . " = ; By Gilbert Patten 
25—Through the Fray". 5 a ‘i eS a) ae ad, . . By G. A. Henty 
26—The Cryptogram . Fi 5 : f : : 2 i By William Murray Graydon — 
27—Centre-Board Jim. .. > . é ,, - A By iisutenane Lionel Lounsberry | 
28—The Boy Boomers .. 5 A 3 5 . : 5 By Gilbert Patten 
29—True to the Old Flag . : " : . = ° ¥ 3 ‘. 2 By G. A. Henty 
30—Peter Simple “ : PAL: F ‘ < 3 . By Captain Marryat 
31—The Cruise of the Snow Bird F ‘ . E ‘ : 7 5 . By Gordon Stables 
32—The Curse of Carnes’ Hold . as hg ees : ; i , . By G. A. Henty | 
33—Jud and Joe, Printers and Publishers : ied r : as i By Gilbert Patten 
34—The Adventures of Mr. Verdant Green . 5 Z ‘ = . By ee Bede, B. A. 
35—In the Reign of Terror . Zi : F : - By G. A. Henty.. 
36—In Barracks and Wigwam See : 4 5 . ‘By William Murray Graydon 
37—Commodore Junk . i , By George Manville Fenn 


OTHERS EQUALLY Goop ro FOLLOW. 


Order them at once. If you cannot get them send to us. Remember 
these are 12mo books, printed fram new plates, with elegant covers, and 
are the “real thing,” and only TEN CENTS A:COPY. 


. STREET & SMITH, Publishers 


Nick Carter Week 


Price, Five Cents. 


. THE BEST LIBRARY OF DETECTIVE STORIES. 
tHE He ee HEE Cee ett HE 
Back Numbers always on hand. Price, post-paid, Five cents each, — 


COORD OD HOHEED 


110—The Spider and The Fly; or, The Battle of 
His Life. ' 

Tl1l—A Scientific Forger; or, The Great Bank 
Swindie. 


112—The High Power Burglars; 
Broken Wall. 
gee oe at Low Tide; or, The Body in the 
Pool. 
114— Officer Dugan’s Beat; or, The New: Member 
of the Force. 
115—Nick Cartei’s Chance Clew; or, The Rogue of 
the Race Track. 
H6—Nick Carter After a Missing Man; or, The 
Work of Ghouls. 
317—Nick Carter at Hellion City; or, The Notice 
Posted on the Door. 
118—The Great Poisoning Case- or, What flap 
pened at the Laboratory. 
119—Nick Carter Among t e Peter Players. 
120—Fighting the Circus Crooks; or, ‘en Thous- 
. and Dollarss hort. 
121—Out ofthe [evil’s Clutches; or, Nick Carter’s 
New Friend. 
122—Waiting to be Robbed; or, pick -Carter’s 
Diamond Case. 
123—The Sleeping Car Mystery. 
124—Killed by His Victim; or, The ee 
Men at Work. 
125—Nick Carter a Prisoner; or, How Bob ye ose 
Found His Match. 
126—Set On Fire; or, Nick Carter's Bravery. 


or, Behind the 


127—A Demand for Justice; or, Nick Carter 
Offered a Bri e. 

128—Was It Murder; or, Nick Carter's Short 
Vacation. 

129—Nick Carter's Mascot; or, Treachery Among 
Thieves. 


130—Roxy’s Signal In the Sky; or, A Gold-Bug 
Worth a Fortune. 

13i1—At Kessler Switch; or, Nick Carter's Train 
Robbery Case. 

332—The Face in the Bottle; or, Detective Buff and 
One of the Finest. 

133—Aftraid of Nick Carter; or, The Man who 
Wasn't Korn Yesterday. 

134—The Malay’s Charge; or, Roxy’s Life Saved 
by a New Pet. 

135—The Great Abduction Vase; or, A ‘Baby’ 8 Ory 
for Freedom. 

436—Short Work with Train Robbers; or, the Mask 
that was Marked with Blood. 

137—Bob Ferret’s Trump Card; or, What Was 
Found on a Century Rua. 
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STREET & SMITH, PUBLISHERS, NEW YORK. | 
For Sale by all Nevwrsdeatiers. 


°151—Nick Carter Stands a Bluff, and 


‘| 153—Nick Carter's Midnight Caller; or, A 


Illuminated Gover. 


138— Nick Carter’s Mouse Trap; or, The End of 
Doe Helstone. 


139—Struck Down; or, How the Superiivencars 
Lent a Hand. 
140—Nick Carter’s Greatest Compliment. 
141—Nick Carter on the Limited; or, The Man on 
the Smoker Who Didn’t Smoke. 
142—Nick Carter Meets a Wizard and Shows Him 
a New trick. 
143—Nick Carter’s Handsome Prisoner; or, Ho 
Her Smile Failed to Fascinate Him. 
144—Nick Carter Clams a Fortune, and Turns # 
Over to the Right Owners. 
145—Nick Carter’s Midnight Arrest; or, An Inte 
ruption of a Poker Game. 
146—Nick Carter’s Race for Life; or, An Acciden 
in the Nick of Time. — 
I47—Nick Carter’s Turn at the Wheel; or, Red 
and Black Both the Same. — 
148—Nick Carter’s Snap Shot; or, A Photograp 
That Gave Evidence 
149—Nick Carter Exchanges Prisoners; Bing 
Likeness Easily Explained. : 
150— Nick Carter’s Bogus Bargain; or, Outwitte e: 
by Duplicate Methods. 
Wins 
Game Which Ends in Limbo. : 
152—Nick Carter’s Fake Murder Case; or, Th 
Plan to Wipe Out the Agency. 
Concluded Before Daylight. | : 
154—Nick Carter Settles a onehireey; or, A Tele 
gram That Wasn't Si 
155—Nick Carter’s Curious iient; or, A Crimin 
With More Gall Than Sense. ~ 
186—Nick Carter’s Silent Search; or, A Drive at 
a Fake Detective. 
157—Nick Carter as an Expert; or, A Battery ‘The 
Was Tampered With. ; 
158—Nick Carter and the Sawdust Man; or, An In 
vestment That Caused Trouble. és 
159—Nick Carter’s New Uniform; or, A Bribe Tha’ 
. .Was Expected. ay 
160—Nick Carter’s Steamer Trunk; or, A Crime i 
Mid-Ocean. 
161—Nick Carter Corners a Bank President; o 
. A Balance that was Crooked. 
162—Nick Carter Saves a Life, and Earns | 
Woman’s Gratitude. 
163—Nick Carter Jumps a Train, and Takes B 
Chances. et, 
164— Nick Carter off the Track, But Has Anothee 
String to His Bow. 
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